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Now I've come to my own again, 

Fed, forgiven, and known again. 

Claimed by bone of my bone again, 

And sib to flesh of my flesh! 

The fatted calf’s been dressed for me, 
But husks have greater zest for me, 

I think that pigs are best for me, 

Fd go to those styes afresh. 
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LIFE IN THE LEGION 

CHAPTER I 

Five years in the I^egion and prond of it — Why swallow the 
exaggerations of a deserter who only served a few months ^ 
-“Men who join the I^egion — Half the legionaries Alsa- 
tians — ^The chance that made me a legionary — A peculiar 
recruiting officer — Petrovski and his fur coat 

I HAVE held a commission in the British Army and 
I have served in the ranks ; I have been a traveller 
in strange places ; I have lived a life full of vicissi- 
tude of sorts ; and — was for five strenuous and 
not unhappy years in the French Foreign I^egion. 

I am proud of having been a legionary, and it 
has hurt me to read the misleading account of 
life in the Begion given in a recent book written 
by a German deserter, who was admittedly but a 
few months in the corps and never got beyond the 
dep6t. 

As the reviewers — among them a lady ! ! ! — 
seem to have swallowed the German deserter’s 
ex agg erations without even a gulp, I would like to 
ask them if they would expect to get a dependable 
picture of life in a British regiment from a “ King’s 
Hard Bargain ” who happened to be a native of a 
country with which we had a long outstanding 
account to settle some day. I imagine not. 

The burden of the deserter's complaint is that 
the Begion is recruited from fugitives from justice 

9 
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and “ hard cases ” generally, and that life in it is so 
unbearably hard that every legionary is always 
on the look-out for an opportunity to desert. 

Eife in the Eegion is certainly very far from 
being a bed of roses ; but it must be remembered 
that the corps is always on service and that the 
lot of the pampered British soldier is not 
particularly downy in the same circumstances. 

Fugitives from justice are indisputably to be 
found in the Eegion, and, I may say, in pretty 
nearly every regiment of the British Army also. 
Perhaps the percentage is higher in the Eegion, 
but it is certainly not high enough to warrant a 
song being made about it. Personally, if I wished 
to hide from the police of this or any other country, 
when they wanted badly to find me, I should be 
very careful indeed to keep away from the Eegion 
— rather fancy that it would be safer to try to 
get into the Metropolitan PoHce. 

Broken men there are in the Eegion in plenty ; 
but they are not men to sneer at. Their very 
presence in the corps proves that no matter what 
their offences against social law and convention 
may have been they are still entitled to call 
themselves “ men.” Most of these social wrecks 
join the Eegion from motives that more befit the 
character of a man than either patriotism, gain, 
or glory : they join to regain their self-re^ct. 

There are men, too, who join from pure love of 
adventure ; and of all recruits these are the least 
likely to be disappointed. 
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Eastly, among the foreigners, come those who 
enlist because they have been crossed in love. 
This is a fairly numerous class, and it furnishes 
most of the dissatisfied ones; for dissatisfaction 
is pretty sure to come when they realise, as they 
all do sooner or later, that they have done a very 
foolish thing in sentencing themselves to five years’ 
hard labour because they cannot have the moon. 
I have never been disappointed in love myself — 
I sometimes think that it would have been better 
for me if I had been — ^so my opinion as to what is 
the best thing for a man to do in such circum- 
stances is not worth much, but I think that if a 
blight of that sort fell upon me I should make 
haste to find another girl instead of inflicting 
unnecessary suffering on myself. 

But the majority of men serving in the Foreign 
Legion are not foreigners at all from their own 
point-of-view. Something like half of the 8,000 
men composing the Legion are Alsatians and 
Lorraines who insist that they are Frenchmen, 
although their birthplaces were annexed to 
Germany forty years ago. What do the Legiono- 
phobes say to this ? To the indisputable fact 
that about half of the men who enlist into this 
“ disreputable ” corps are moved to do so by 
patriotic motives in their very purest form ! 

It was pure chance that led me to the Legion. 
I had been a fool and had altogether lost conceit 
in myself. I found that sleeping with my conscience, 
or trying to sleq) with it, was very painful. I 
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mottmed over brilliant prospects thrown away, 
and I wanted to leave this weary world but hadn’t 
the pluck to put myself out of mess. If I hadn’t 
come across the Eegion I should probably have 
taken to drink and ended up in the gutter. And 
my salvation came to me by chance. 

I was in Paris, and one morning I was passing 
along the Rue St. Dominique in an aimless sort 
of way, feeling fairly “ fed-up ” with the company 
of my miserable thoughts, when a man emerging 
suddenly from a doorway, at the moment when I 
was maundering past, cannoned against me and 
nearly knocked me off my feet. 

" Pardon, monsieur,” he said, with a low bow 
and a genial smile. 

I raised my hat and smiled in acknowledgment, 
and the stranger passed on. 

He was a man of striking and distinguished 
appearance, and his marmer, though courteous to 
an extent that would not be understood by an 
untravdOLed Englishman, was somewhat imperious 
and condescending. His dress, too, betokened 
class : I mentally decided that the fur coat he 
was wearing would have been cheap at a hundred 
guineas. 

I stood staring after him for a minute or two, 
so much had his appearance impressed me, and 
then I turned to look at the building he had come 
out of. 

The first thing that caught my eye was a big 
placard, headed with the “ Eiberte, Egalite, 
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Fratemite/’ of the French Republic, stating that 
men between the ages of eighteen and forty would 
be accepted for service in “ Ea Eegion etrang&re ” 
and directed enquirers to walk inside. 

I walked inside. The doorway led into the 
head recruiting office of tbe French Army, and as 
soon as I read that placard, which I should not 
have noticed if the man in the fur coat had not 
run against me, I determined to be a legionary if 
they would let me. 

Going up to a booby-hutch that had the lettering 
“ Engagements Volontaires,” painted above it I, 
with some little difficulty, attracted the attention 
of a soldier who was writing in the office on the 
other side of the partition. 

He appeared to me, in my ignorance of French 
badges of rank, to be a private soldier with two 
exaggerated gold good conduct badges on his 
arm, but he was in reality a sergeant-major — 
in the French Army a very important personage 
indeed. 

“ What is your pleasure, monsieur ? ” he asked 
politely when he at last came to the enquiry 
window. 

“ I wish to enlist in the Region etrai^^e,” 
I said briefly. 

“ Your name, age and nationality ? ” 

When I had given him these particulars he 
directed me to go and stand outside a door lettered ; 
“ Commandant de Recrutement.” After I had 
been there for perhaps a quarter of an hour the 
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door was opened by the sergeant-major, who 
beckoned me to enter. 

I found myself in a big bare office with a large 
table in the centre, at which was sitting a grizzled 
gentleman in uniform, with the galons of a colonel 
on his arm. 

Without waiting for any iastructions I marched 
across the room and stood " at attention ” in front 
of him, after saluting in the orthodox mili tary 
manner. 

“ Bien ! ” he ejaculated genially, as he looked 
at me approvingly. “ So you have served already, 
is it not so ? You know the ‘ position militaire,’ 
and you have the bearing of a soldier.” 

“You are discerning, mon colonel,” I replied. 
" I was for some years in a Briti^ hussar regi- 
ment.” 

He nodded amicably, as if he unreservedly 
accepted my statement and saluted me as a 
confr^e. 

“ I am afraid that you will find life ' down there ’ 
very difierent from life in a British cavalry 
regiment ; it is a great deal different from life in an 
ordinary French regiment for the matter of that,” 
he remarked deprecatingly. 

“ It is understood, mon colonel.” 

“ Monsieur has no doubt reflected over this 
step, and knows that the life will not appeal to 
any one who does not love the soldiering trade 
for its own sake. There are many, too many, who 
join the Region with no sort of qualification for a 
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soldier’s life, and these men do no good to them- 
selves or to France by enlisting. I always try to 
impress upon every candidate that it is a step 
that should not be taken without much reflection.” 

“ This is a peculiar sort of recruiting ofiicer,” 
thought I; his manner was dissuasive instead of 
the opposite, and I wondered as I stood there if 
recruits for the Begion were so plentiful that 
recruiting officers could afford to choke them off 
in this way. 

“ I have reflected, mon colonel,” I replied 
mendaciously. 

Upon this he dropped the formal “ Monsieur ” 
and called me “Mon enfant,” just as if I were 
already one of his own men. 

“ Ah ! ” he exdaimed, “ you have done well, 
mon enfant. The Begion is a corps with glorious 
traditions and, to a soldier, to serve in it is a joy. 
Now, mon enfant, shall I be indiscreet in asking 
if you were an officer ‘ over there ’ ? ” 

“ I was, mon colond.” 

“ I was sure of it, and asked the question for a 
purpose. See you, the road to promotion in the 
Begion is broader and easier to travel to those 
who have worn epaulettes. Can you — pardon 
me, my friend, I have no personal doubts and am 
only fulfilling a duty imposed upon me by regula- 
tions — can you give me any proofs ? ” 

I hesitated. As a matter of fact, I couldn’t 
give him any proofs that would fit in with the 
name he had before him. 
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“I fear I have been indiscreet,” he went on. 
“ Monsieur has doubtless borrowed a name, and 
in so doing has, perhaps, done rightly ; but if the 
time comes, as I hope it will, when the colonel will 
talk about officer’s rank, the nom d’emprunt must 
be discarded and the colonel taken into confidence. 
Till then one name is as good as another.” 

” You are good, mon colonel,” I rejoined. 

“ Very well, then. You shall now go to see the 
doctor, and if he passes you as fit for service I wiU 
engage you.” 

He turned again to his papers, and the sergeant- 
major motioned me towards the door. I left the 
room with a high opinion of the urbanity of French 
officers, an opinion that became somewhat modified 
when I got to know them better, and found that 
the bulk was hardly equal to sample. 

Then the sergeant-major ushered me into a 
waiting-room that was wdl-filled with a mis- 
cdlaneous crowd of Frenchmen. These men were 
not conscripts, but recruits who had come up to 
joiu the army of their own accord so that they 
might get their military service over as early as 
possible, instead of letting the prospect dangle over 
their heads and interfere with the serious work 
of their lives. 

Presently I was called into an inner room and 
told to strip. Then I was medically examined, 
not very strictly, I fancy, by a fat, genial surgeon- 
major wearing a pair of red uniform trousers and 
a white hnen smock. While he was examining me 
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he chucklingly chaffed me about my reasons for 
joining. 

“ These women ! these women ! ” he said 
quizzically. “ What fine recruiting-sergeants they 
are ! How many engagements in the Eegion 
would there be, I wonder, if it wasn’t for 
women ? ” 

“ None at all, monsieur le major,” I said with a 
smile, “ nor in any other regiment either.” 

“ You are too smart, mon enfant,” said the 
doctor, shaking a fat forefinger at me. “It is a 
terrible misfortune for a young man to be over- 
smart in any walk of life ; but in the army it is 
calamitous, for a man who lets it be seen that he 
is smarter than his superior ofl&cer has a dog’s 
life of it.” 

“ Pardon, monsieur le major,” I said deprecat- 
ingly. “ I was merely referring to the fact that 
every soldier must have had a mother. My mother 
is the only woman who has had an3rthmg to do 
with my enlistment.” 

“ Ah ! ” he ejaculated drily, and made no 
further remarks beyond such as were necessitated 
by tbe business in hand. 

I knew the significance of that exdamation 
without any explanation : it meant that in his 
opinion a gentleman recruit who had not been 
driven to the Eegion by an affair of the heart that 
had come undone, must have something dis- 
reputable in his past. 

He passed me as being fit, and I was told to 

B 
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come again next day to be formally engaged, and 
sent off to join. 

Next morning when I turned up I found the 
man in the fur coat sitting all by himself in a 
corner of the waiting-room, and when I reported 
myself to tiie non-commissioned-officer he told me 
that “ that aristocrat there ” was also a recruit 
for the Legion, and that I had better go and 
introduce myself, as we would be travdUng 
companions. 

I didn’t do as he suggested, for I had tite 
ordinary Englishman’s dislike to making the first 
advances to a stranger. 

After a tiresome wait of more than an hour a 
non-commissioned-officer came and bawled out 
my name and Petrovski.” The man in the fur 
coat got up and went with me into the room where 
the colonel sat. Here we signed an ordinary 
printed form, but what it contained I do not know, 
as Petrovski was called upon to sign first, and 
dashed off his signature without reading a word. 
In face of this I didn’t care to stop to examine the 
document myself, so carelessly scrawled my 
signature likewise. 

“You will proceed to Marseilles by to-night’s 
train from the Gare de Lyon,’’ said the colonel 
as soon as we had signed, “ and you will be met 
on arrival by a non-commissioned-officer, who 
win give you further orders. If you should 
happen to miss this non-commissioned-officer 
you shotdd ask your way to the military* depot 
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and report yourselves there. You must remember 
that you are now soldiers of France, and that 
failure to report yourselves will entail your being 
proceeded against as deserters. I wish you bon 
voyage and ‘ good luck.’ ” 

Then he got up, leaned over the table, and held 
out his hand — 1 cannot imagine an English 
recruiting colonel shaking hands with a newly- 
enlisted private soldier. 

The sergeant-major now took charge of us 
again and conducted us to the outer office. Here 
we were given railway warrants to Marseilles, 
documents establishing our identity as soldiers 
of La Legion Hrangere travdling to join our depot 
in Algeria, and three francs each as subsistence 
money. 

Each man got his own documents, so there was 
no necessity for us to travel in company -unless 
we so desired ; but we left the office together 
and there and then contmenced a dose comrade- 
ship that continued through our depot days to 
the -times when we fotmd oursdves standing 
shoulder to shoulder in many a tight place, and on 
many an exhausting march, only ceasing when 
we shook hands and vowed eternal frienddiip 
on the day when we were both honourably dis- 
charged from the Eegion, wearing the coveted 
mtdaiUe militaire, which is the French equivalent 
for the En^sh medal for “ Dis-tinguished Conduct 
in the Fidd.” 

As soon as we ouerged from the recrtdting 
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offices into tlie street the man in the fur coat 
stopped and faced me. 

“My friend, I am charmed to make your 
acquaintance,” he said in faultless English, with 
the pleasing intonation that is given to our 
somewhat harsh language by some foreigners 
who learn it in the nursery. “ Will it be agreeable 
to you that we spend our last afternoon and 
evening in Paris together ? As you heard, within 
there, I call myself Ivan Petrovski; and I, on 
my side, heard you answer to the name of Fred 
Brown. We will not exchange cards, my dear 
Brown, because I haven’t got one, and I don’t 
suppose that you have one either.” 

He laughed heartily as he said this, and I 
laughed in response. Then he took my arm in the 
foreign fashion and we moved off in company. 

When we made our way to the Paris-Eyon 
Mediterranean Railway that evening we were 
fresh from a rechercht dinner at Oibat’s, at that 
time probably the most expensive restaurant in 
Paris, and I fd;t as if I had known my companion 
for years instead of for less than twenty-four 
hours. 

It is necessary to say that we had not only 
dined wdl but wisely, as otherwise the incident 
I am about to rdate might engender doubts as 
to the sobriety of Petrovski, if not of myself. 

The cabman who drove us to the station had a 
cough so bad that we could hear it above the sound 
of the traffic as we rolled along. When we arrived 



WFE IN THE EEGION 21 

at our destination I looked at the man with some 
interest while Petrovski was paying him, and 
noticed that he was so poorly clad that he shivered 
with cold as he sat on the box. 

I experienced a feeling of pity for the man, 
which might have prompted me to have given 
him an extra franc if I had been paying him, and 
was very flush of money at the time, but I couldn’t 
imagine myself doing what Petrovski did, even if 
I had been a multi-millionaire. 

He deliberately took off his fur coat and tossed 
it up to the cabman. 

“ Here, put this on, cocher ; it will keep you 
warm,” he said as nonchalantly as if he were merdy 
giving the man a cigar. 

The cabman stared at him open-mouthed, but 
made no move to touch the coat. 

“ Put it on, I say,” said Petrovski, in an im- 
perious tone that suggested his having been used 
to willing obedience. 

The cabman laughed a short, bitter kind of 
laugh. “ It’s a poor joke, monsieur,” he said. 

Petrovski started forward as if he would pull 
the man off his box, and then suddenly turned 
round and walked into the station without 
another word. 

” You could get a thousand francs on that coat 
at the Mont de said I as I followed him. 

I had had my dealk^s with “ my atmt,” as the 
French name the national pawnshop, and knew 
what I was talking about. 
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He looked at me contemptuously and shrugged 
his shoulders. “You English think too much 
of money,” he said. 

“ We don’t put poor devils of cabmen in the 
way of being run in by the police for being in 
unlawful possession of expensive fur coats,” I 
retorted tartly. “ Who is going to bdieve that 
man when he tdls the thieves’ threadbare fairy 
tale about the coat being given to him by a 
gentleman unknown ? ” 

“ My God ! I didn’t think of that,” he said as 
he rushed out of the station and shouted exicitedly 
after the cabman. 

But the cabby, who had resigned himself to the 
acceptance of the gift and was moving away, 
only whipped up his horse and departed as if he 
were trying the animal for the Grand Piix : he 
probably thought that the mad foreigner had 
changed his mind and wanted his coat back. 

I have often speculated as to the further history 
of that cabman and that coat. 



CHAPTER II 


To Marseilles per *' Rapide " — Equalising tlie funds — We fall 
foul of some ofldcers — Arrested 

We made the journey to Marseilles in style, for 
Petrovski seemed to have money to burn, as the 
saying is, and had insisted upon pa3?lng first-dass 
fares and the supplementary fare of about two 
pounds for sleeping berths. This appeared to me 
to be a wicked waste of fourteen or fifteen pounds, 
as the inconvenience of passing about twenty-four 
hours in the third-class of a slow train was nothing 
to men who had taken on our job, and I suggested 
that we ought to use our military railway warrants 
and save the fares for another day. But Petrovdd 
waved my objections aside with a smile, and the 
remark that a sensible man never roughed it until 
he was obliged to do so. Consequently we 
travelled by qtdte a different train from the one 
we were supposed to take, which led indirectly 
to our roughing it in a way we little expected. 

The first-dass “ rapide ” landed us at Marseilles 
between nine and ten the next morning, ^me 
hours in advance of the time when our proper 
train would be due ; and as the military authorities 
would naturally not expect recruits to travd 
by a train composed exdusivdy of first-class 
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carriages we found no non-commissioned-of&cer 
awaiting ns. This didn’t distress us at all, as we 
had foreseen it, and arranged to pass the day in 
having a look round Marseilles, returning to the 
station in the evening in time to meet the train 
we ought to have travelled by, so that we could 
save the non-commissioned-officer detailed to 
meet us from disappointment. If we had carried 
out this arrangement all would doubtless have 
been well, but we didn’t carry it out, and so got 
oursdves into what might have been serious 
trouble. 

As soon as we got out of the train Petrosvki 
suggested that we should go and buy dean shirts 
and then make our way to a hotel to have a bath, 
change, and take dejeuner. I objected to the hotd 
part, saying that it seemed to me to be quite an 
unnecessary expense to take rooms for the day, 
as we diould have to do, and that we could just 
as wdl change in a public Turkish bath and have 
dejetmer at an inexpensive cafe. 

Petrovsld snapped his fingers at this, a manner- 
ism with him, and said that he didn’t believe in 
making little economies when he had money in 
his pockets. I remarked drily that when two 
people travdled together the pace had to be 
that of the dower, and that if his pockets were 
bulging mine were not. 

“Now look here, my friend,” said he as he 
stopp^ suddenly and caught me by the arm. 
“ We are to be dose comrades, is it not so ? ” 
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I replied to the effect that such was my wish. 

“ Very well then. Just come in here,” he said, 
as he dragged me into a waiting-room. 

“ Now then,” he continued, shoving me into a 
seat, “ show me what money you have.” 

I produced about nine pounds, most of which 
came from tiie sale of my personal belongings the 
day before. 

” Put it there,” he said pointing to the table. 

I laid the money down, and he took out his note 
case, which he emptied, afterwards turning out 
his pockets. 

Then he made a heap of all the money and 
proceeded to count it. 

“ The total is two thousand thr^ hundred and 
forty francs,” he said, when he had fini^ed. 
“ Now we’H divide it equally and so put an end 
to the money argument.” 

This was carrying good nature to a length that 
I was not prepared for, and I absolutely refused 
to entertain the idea at all. 

” Very well then, my friend,” he said coolly. 
“ You shall take your money back, and I will 
take an equal amount. As to the rest I will 
make a present of it to the first person we meet 
who appears to be in want of it.” 

From what I had already seen of him I quite 
believed that he would do this, and so I choked 
down my averaon to ponging and took the 
forty-odd potmds that was my “ share ” of the 
joint ptuse. It would be as well after all, I thought. 
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that I should have control of some of his money, 
as I might possibly make it last longer than he 
would. 

In thus dividing with me Petrovski was only, 
in a way, anticipating a time-honoured custom of 
the Eegion, for we found out afterwards that when 
one man of a section had money it was expected 
as a matter of course that every member of that 
particular section should share in his good fortune 
in some way or other. 

We now sallied out, and, after buying dean 
shirts and collars at the first outfitter’s we came to, 
took rooms for the day at the Grand Hotd Noailles, 
where we had a sumptuous dejeuner. 

Then, big cigar in mouth and feeling very well 
satisfied with oursdves, we strolled round the 
town and put the E^on altogether behind us for 
the time being. 

We spent a very pleasant day ; so pleasant that 
we did not like to bring it to a premature end, and 
agreed that we would not go to the railway station 
to meet the non-commissioned officer who would 
be awaiting the arrival of the slow train ; but 
would have one last night of freedom and report 
oursdv^ at the military depot in the morniug. 

To be absent without leave on the first night of 
our military service was making a bad start, but 
we were broad-minded men and assumed that, 
even in the Eegion, a recruit would be allowed to 
an in ignorance — once. 

We returned to the hotel to have dinner, and 
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somewhat unfortunately, as it turned out, took 
our seats at a table next to one at which there was 
a party of young naval and military officers in 
uniform. 

They were at the coffee stage when we entered, 
and had seemingly been dining none too wisdy, 
for they were more larky and boisterous than is 
considered good form in a first-dass hotd. 

The waiter suggested in a whisper, and with a 
meanii^ glance at our neighbours, that we would 
be more comfortable at a table a little further 
removed from them, but we only smiled indulgently, 
and I said that the gentlemen were not likely to 
annoy us in the least. 

I was mistaken in this, however, for we had not 
got through our soup before they commenced 
ffirting pellets of bread at one another, and some 
of the missiles missed their marks and reached 
our table instead^ 

Petrovski seemed to be much more put out by 
this than the occasion warranted, and he called the 
waiter and told him to inform “ those gentlemen, ” 
that their bread bullets were making bull’s-eyes 
on us every time. 

We saw the waiter go and speak to them, but 
what he said had no effect, for presently a pellet 
caught Petrovski full in the eye. 

This made my friend lose control of himsdf. He 
stood up so quiddy that he almost upset the table, 
and seizing the badcet containing bread, which 
the waiter had left on our table, he launched the 
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contents piece by piece at the offending officers, 
making very good shooting indeed. 

It unfortunately happened that the greatest 
sufferer from this bombardment was an infantry 
officer who had taken no part in the bread-throw- 
ing, and he was naturally very much hurt in his 
feelings. He promptly came over to Petrovski 
and slapped his face without any preliminary 
request for an explanation, or any of the usual 
courtesies. It was only an open-handed dap, 
the sort of blow that an Englishman would 
consider sheer waste of time, but Petrov^ went 
mad over it. He picked up his glass, which was 
full, and dashed the contents into the officer’s 
face, sending the glass itsdf after it as a kind of 
afterthought. 

This led to something like a free fight between 
we two and the six officers, and the manager 
sent for the police, who contented themselves 
with taking the names of the officers but marched 
us off to the lock-up, our names, presumably, not 
being considered good enough. We didn’t stay 
in the hands of the police long, however, for when 
they came to search us, and found our Eegion 
papers, they handed us over to the military 
authorities to be dealt with, and we were un- 
ceremoniously shoved into the SalU de 'Police, 
or prisoners’ room, of the nearest barracks. 

It was a discreditable sort of a row, and at the 
time I thought Petrovski was an ass to let his 
t«nper get the better of him to the extent he had 
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done. I was certain that I could not have been 
caught in the same way, and I retained this opinion 
tmtil a week or two ago, when I happened to be 
one of a party of four lunching at a restaurant in 
Eondon, much frequented by visitors on account 
of its supposed historical associations. One of the 
party was a staid respectable solicitor, a man of 
much more equable temper than I am even in 
these days, and, in somewhat similar circum- 
stances, he acted almost exactly as Petrovski 
had done. Since then I have not been so sure of 
myself, and intend to give festive hooligans who 
throw bread about a wide berth in future. 
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CHAPTER III 

A night in the Salle de Police — We are promised the Zephyrs — 

The powers of a French sergeant — Punishments in the 

Legion 

Thb Salle Ae Police into which we were thrust to 
pass the night was a room about twenty-four feet 
by twelve, with a wooden guard-bed running 
along one of the longer sides. 

On this place of repose there were stretched 
about a dozen soldiers with their clothes on, 
and about as many more were either sitting at the 
foot, walking about, or lying bunched up on the 
floor. 

Our entrance seemed to cause a great deal of 
surprise, and the sergeant of the guard had no 
sooner dosed the door on us than we found 
oursdves in the centre of a gesticulating group 
bent on finding out who we were and what had 
brought us there. 

Petrovski was sulky and uncommunicative, 
but I told them shortly that we were recruits for 
the h^on who had been struck by some officers 
in a cafe row, and had taken the liberty of hitting 
back. 

When they heard this there was much shruggn^ 
of dioulders, one or two grim laughs, and many 
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mtmnturs of “ Poor Devils,” “ Conseil de Guerre,” 
" Biribi ” and “ Zephyrs.” 

“ Eh, but they are droll, these legionnaires,” 
said a wizened-looking five-foot-uothing infantry- 
man in a uniform that seemed to have been cast 
off by a mudi bigger man. “ They want to join 
the Zephyrs right off. ‘ Blues ’ in the Zqphyrs ! 
Oh, la ! la ! ” and he laughed until he was in 
serious danger of being choked — by Petrovski. 

Then I learned, in answer to enquiries, that 
a ” Blue ” was a recruit, and that the “ Zephyrs ” 
were punishment battalions stationed in the desert 
parts of Algeria, and consisting of the hardest 
cases in the whole French army. 

I scouted the idea that we had done anything 
worthy of the Zeph3nrs, but I was grimly told that 
we should be lucky if we got off at that, seeing 
that the usual dose meted out to a soldier who 
struck an ofBLcer without hurting him was five 
years’ travaux fords, or penal servitude. 

I began to be sorry that I had enlisted. 

That was a very trying night : There was not 
room on the guard-bed for more than half of 
us, and the cdl was so badly ventilated that as 
time wore on the atmosphere became absolutely 
poisonous . Petrovski had philosophically squatted 
down in one of the comers and seemed to 
deep, but I never closed an eye. I passed the 
weary hours sitting on the floor in conversation 
with an intdligent little chap who seemed to be 
as wakeful and as uncomfortable as I was mysdf. 
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From him I gathered that he and his comrades 
were undergoing a minor punishment called 
" Salle de Police,” his particular dose of eight days 
having been awarded him by a sergeant because 
his rifle was alleged to be dirty. 

In the British army nobody under the rank of 
company commander may punish a man, and the 
company commander’s power is limited to award- 
ing seven days’ confinement to barracks ; but 
in "die French army non-commissioned-officers 
may inscribe a man’s name in the “ Livre des 
Punitions,” and though the sentence is subject 
to confirmation and revision by the captain of the 
company and the commanding officer, who are 
supposed to inspect the “ Punishment Book ” 
every day, confirmation is never refused and re- 
vision is invariably in the direction of increasing 
the punishment, it being an article of faith with 
Frendi officers that non-commissioned-officers 
must be supported unless they are so clearly in the 
wrong as to make backing them up a glaring 
injustice. 

This system is no doubt responsible for a 
certain amount of petty t3n:anny, but, even with 
that drawback, it is, I think, much more conducive 
to military efficiency than the milk-and-water 
methods of dealing with private soldiers that 
obtain in our army. It makes the French non- 
commissioned-officer a much more important 
parsonage than his English prototype, for men who 
have the power of punishment must of necessity 
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have more influence than those who have not, 
and the sense of responsibility it engenders makes 
the sous-o-fficer a very dependable quantity when 
left to his own initiative in a tight comer. 

While on the subject of punishments I may as 
well give full particulars regarding them, as such 
particulars wiU have to be given sooner or 
later. 

The mildest punishment for an infraction of 
discipline is corvie, which is the French name for 
the pottering about barracks that in our army is 
called “ Fatigue Duty.” This punishment is 
dished out wholesale, the number of men tmder- 
going it at one time being somewhat regulated by 
the demand for fatigue men : if there is a lot of 
work to be done th^e will be a lot of men sentenced 
to corvee. No fault can be found with this, for 
the work has to be done, and if there were not 
enough men sentenced to corvte to do it good 
soldiers would have to be impressed, which always 
causes great dissatisfaction. 

The next punishment in the scale is “ Room 
Arrest,” which practically answers to our “ Con- 
finement to Barracks,” witib the ex:ception that 
there is no punishment drill attached to it. 

Then there is “Salle de Police,” whicdi also 
answers to our “ Confinement to Barracks,” with 
the difference that the men undergoing it have 
to deep in their clothes, on the plank-bed in the 
guard-room. 

It is wiihm the power of the sergeant of the 
c 
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guard to make “ Room Arrest ” and “ Salle de 
Police ” very irksome indeed, for, as in our army, 
defaulters kave to answer their names at the 
sound of the defaulters’ call, which is blown at 
irregular times. I have known sergeants to keep 
the miserable defaulters on a perpetual run for 
hours together, by having the call blown every 
ten minutes or so, and, as failure to hear the 
call and answer one’s name is invariably punished 
with imprisonment, a sergeant who sounds the 
call at less intervals than an hour is a wdl-cursed 
man. 

“ Ordinary Arrest ” is a somewhat extraordinary 
punishment. Those undergoing it are kept in 
confinement aU the time except when they are 
doing ptmishment drill, of which they get six 
hours daily. This is a very severe punishment 
indeed, which has no parallel in the British Army, 
and I am bound to say that it is often awarded 
for very trivial ofEences. 

Then there is " Solitary Confinement,” which is 
altogether different from anything that English 
people associate with the name : a legionary 
sentenced to “ cellule ” is kepj; in the cell all the 
time of his sentence and never leaves it for any 
purpose whatever. He gets no exercise, has noth- 
ing to read, not even a Bible, and couldn’t read it 
if he had, for his cell is in semi-darkness, his food 
is reduced to about a third of what a duty-man 
gets, and evay other day he gets nothing but 
half-a-ration of dry bread, and the cdls are 
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veritable dog-kennels, being only about seven 
feet long and half as wide. 

I have nothing to say in defence of this punish- 
ment. To stigmatise it as barbarous is to put the 
case fax too mildly ; it is absolutely inhuman. 
It is, however, reserved for serious offences, and a 
man can hardly get “ ceUule ” without knowing 
what he is playing for. I have seen a recent 
story of a man who got sixty days of this punish- 
ment, but I fancy that this must be a mistake, as, in 
my time, no more than thirty days’ “ cellule ” 
could be given, though, if the case was a very 
serious one, thirty days’ “ Ordinary Arrest ” 
could be put on top of it. 

The final punishment within the power of the 
colond was deportation to the “ Zephyrs ” for 
six months, which meant six months of good con- 
duct, as no man is allowed to return from the 
penal section unless he has been six months clear 
of a report. 

If the colonel thinks that the case merits more 
severe punishment still, he sends the man before 
the “ Council of War,” or court-martial, which 
sits permanently at Oran ; and there he may be 
sentenced to penal servitude or even death. 

Any imprisonment by sentence of court-martial 
does not count for time, so that a man who might 
be unfortunate enough to get five years’ penal 
servitude would have to serve his five years in 
the Eegion in addition. The legionaries call this 
extra time “ Rabio,” or makeweight. 
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As to the punishment of the “ crapaudine,” or 
tying a man up until he resembles a frog and 
leaving him in the open, I really cannot see that 
the strong remarks that have been made about it 
are altogether just. No doubt the punishment 
is a brutal one ; but I never saw it indicted except 
once, and that was in the field. It seems to me that 
a general on service has only the choice between 
taking an offender’s life or subjecting him to a 
punishment that must be brutal if it is to deter 
others from offending. I have seen British 
soldiers on service “ pegged out ” — a punishment 
hardly less severe than the crapaudine. 

After all, before howling about the severity of 
punishments in the Legion, it is necessary to 
remember that it is not a feather-bed crowd, and 
idiat punishments, to be effective, must be adapted 
to Idle iduckness of the skin that they have to get 
tiirough. Such punishments as are inflicted in 
Idle British Army for serious offences would not, 
in most cases, be severe enough to act as a deterrent 
upon men of the Legion. 



CHAPTER IV 


Fort St. Jean — ^The sort of ‘ * wrong 'un ” one finds in tlie Legion — 
Monsieur I’adjudant — Binks in red breeches — Two lucky 
numbers — ^Tipping a sergeant — mixed lot — ^The after 
history of some of our fellow-recruits — ^The sight of the 
Cross of St. George and the feeling it provoked 

The next morning we were marched, in charge of 
an armed escort, along the busy water front to an 
old fort with a curious old lighthouse tower and a 
drawbridge. This was Port St. Jean, which at 
that time was supposed, in connection with another 
decrepit-looking construction called Fort St. 
Nicholas, to defend the entrance to the harbour of 
Marseilles. I was told that the fort derived its 
name from the fact that it originally belonged to 
the Knights of St. John of Jerusalem, and there 
cannot be any doubt that parts of it are very 
ancient, but the fortifications seemed to me to be 
of a very distinct seventeenth century type, 
and I question very much if the Knights of Malta 
had anything to do with them. At the time I 
am writing of, the fort not only served as a halting 
place for Chasseurs d’Afrique, Eegionaries, and 
sous~offlcers of Spahis and Turcos on their way 
to Algeria ; but it was also used as a military 
prison for troops of the home army, and as a 
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convalescent depot for men invalided from Algeria 
for change of air. 

The corporal of the escort was very surly, and 
we could get no opinion from him as to what was 
in store for us, but his manner was not reassuring, 
and it was evident that i£ he had told us his 
thoughts they would have indicated that we 
were in for a warm time. 

I myself didn’t think it possible that we could 
get off lightly, because even in our army the 
officer is always in the right, and I thought that 
this was certain to be more so in the French service. 
The Russian didn’t seem to be worrying himself 
much, and merely remarked, when I asked him 
what he thought they would do with us, that 
he hoped they would give us some breakfast before 
leading us out to execution. 

Our escort handed us over to the sergeant of the 
guard, who didn’t seem to know what to do 
wilh us, and took us to the adjudant on 
duty. 

I may here remark that an adjudant ia the 
French army is not at all the counterpart of an 
adjutant in the Briti^ service, though the trans- 
lation is given in all the dictionaries. In the 
British army an adjutant is a big pot indeed, who 
practically commands a regiment, in matters of 
detail, by means of the Shibboleth, “ By Order ” ; 
but in the French army an adjudant is not a 
commissioned officer at all, and does not even 
rank as high as a warrant officer does with us. 
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thougli lie is sometimes addressed as " mon 
lieutenant.” 

As I write the word “ adjudant ” there comes to 
my mind a gallant fellow who held that grade 
in the Legion. If there was any fighting going on 
he was always on the premises, and it was a pretty 
regular thing to find complimentary mention of 
him in orders on the day following a skirmish or 
a battle. He was borne on the rolls of the Legion 
as a Belgian, but, as will be seen, he was a French- 
man who had adopted the Belgian nationality so 
that he could enlist into the Legion without 
producing his papers, as Frenchmen have to do. 

When I was discharged I left him in the Legion, 
and thought that he had passed out of my life 
altogether, but he was brought into it again in 
rather a curious fashion. Some years after I had 
left the Legion I happened to be in Chalons, and 
got into conversation with an infantry sergeant, 
who, when he heard that I had served tmder the 
tricolour, volunteered the information that an 
adjudant of my old corps was to be tried by the 
local “ Council of War ” on the following day. 
I asked the man’s name, but it conveyed nothing 
to me, and my interest evaporated. 

Next morning, however, when taking a walk, 
I came full tilt against a military prisoner in the 
uniform of an adjudant of the Legion and wearing 
the medaille miUtaire, with other decorations. 
I didn't need to look at tlie prisoner twice ; it was 
the Belgian. 
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I turned round and followed to the court, to 
which I had no difl&culty in gaining admittance, 
and there I heard a wonderful story that sounded 
more like fiction than sober fact. 

The evidence was to the effect that the accused 
had been a sergeant-major in an infantry regiment 
stationed at Verdun, I think it was, and that, 
having misused public money entrusted to his 
charge, he deserted and enlisted in the Legion 
under a false name and nationality. He was 
tried in his absence and sentenced to twenty 
years’ penal servitude. Now, having been hon- 
ourably retired from the Legion with a pension 
after fifteen years’ service, he had straightway 
returned to Verdun, repaid the money he had 
embezzled, and voluntarily given himself up to the 
military authorities to undergo his ptmishment. 
It was ordered that he should be re-tried, and 
it was this new trial that was now in 
progress. 

Tlie court was composed of a colonel, a com- 
mandant, a captain, a lieutenant, a sub-Ueutenant, 
and an adjudant — there is always a non-com- 
misaoned-officer on a French court-martial when 
the accused is a non-commissioned-officer or private 
— and they sat in a row on a magisterial bench, 
not round a table as in England. At either end 
of the row of officers stood a sentry in fuE dress 
with fixed bayonet. 

When the evidence and the speeches of the 
government commissary, also an officer, and the 
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counsel for the prisoner had come to an end, the 
court retired to deliberate. 

They were absent but a few minutes when a 
sergeant in uniform, who acted as usher, suddenly 
called out : “ The Council.” 

Instantly everybody in court stood up, and as 
the members of the court filed in again the sentries 
presented arms. 

The members of the court took their places as 
before, the juniors farthest away from the president, 
but they remained standing, and with their heads 
covered. 

“ In the name of the French People,” said the 
colonel, and the members of the court carried 
their hands to their kepis in salute. 

“ The court find the prisoner ‘ Not Guilty ’ 
without a dissentient voice, and order his immedi- 
ate rdease from custody,” the colonel continued. 

Then they filed out again, and the proceedings 
were over. 

I am happy to say that I was one of the first 
to shake my old comrade by the hand, and that 
we had a very merry dinner together Hiat night. 
That is the sort of “ wrong ’un ” one finds in the 
Legion. 

In strict justice he ought not to have been 
acquitted, of course, for he had undoubtedly been 
guilty of embezzlement, and his acquittal by a 
British court-martial would have been practically 
impossible ; but the French are very susc^tible 
to sentiment, and it was no doubt repugnant to 
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the fedings of the members of the court to put 
a stain on the character of a brave soldier that no 
pardon or remission of punishment could efface. 
In Ei^land he would certainly have been con- 
victed, though the punishment would in all 
probability have been remitted by the confirming 
authority, and the conviction would have been 
remembered long after the splendid expiation 
had been forgotten. 

That is rather a long digression from the main 
track of my story, but I am not one of those who 
find the pen more comfortable in my hand than the 
sword, and I think I can tell my story best in this 
discursive and informal way. 

Wdl, to get back to my story, the adjudant 
of the week looked at the documents that had 
been handed over with us, and then looked 
curioudy at us. 

“ Have you spent all your money ? ” he asked 
mockingly. 

“ No, monsieur,’^ I replied. 

“ Don’t ‘ monsieur ’ me,” he retorted sharply. 
"I’m no lousy pekin (civilian) that you should 
talk to me in that way. I’ve a handle to my 
name tiaat I’ve earned . I’m ‘ monsieur 1’ adjudant’ 
and you’ll do well to remember it.” 

" It shall be so, monsieur I’adjudant,” I replied 
meekly. 

" What brought you to the Eegion if you have 
money left after paying your own fares from Paris 
and cutting a da^ at the best hotel in the place ? ” 
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“ We enlisted for the fun of the thing, monsieur 
I’adjudant,” I replied. 

“ Nom d’un pipe ! you’re a pair of humorous 
devils right enough, if you can see any fun in the 
Eegion,” he said grimly. " Take them over to 
the Salle des Rapports, sergeant, and keep them 
there until monsieur le commandant sees them.” 

We saw monsieur le commandant in due course, 
and I thought I saw him again a year or two ago 
on the stage in “ The Second in Command,” 
for he was the very spit of tilie fine fdlow who is 
the hero of that play as personated by Cyril 
Maude, with the exceptions that his hair was 
trimmed brush fashion and he wore red breeches. 

Petrovski in his best grand seigneur manner 
was proceeding to argue out the matter of the 
assault on the ofi&cers, when the major hdd up 
his hand. 

“ I know nothing of that,” he said, “ and I don’t 
want to know anything about it. The police 
simply charge you with creatii^ a disturbance 
in the hotel, and I, personally, want to know 
why you didn’t report yourselves to the non- 
commissioned-officer at the railway-station.” 

I thought that I could manage this development 
better than Petrovski, and so I chipped in before 
he could open his mouth. 

“ But certainly we are culpable, mon com- 
mandant, and have nothing to say beyond making 
an appeal to your benevolence,” I said, 
deprecatingly. “ We had hoped to make a career 
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in tiie Eegion, and if you take a serious view of the 
matter it will be the spoiling of two good soldiers.” 

” I believe you, mes enfants,” he said, graciously, 
” and I am not going to take any notice of it at 
all ; but remember when you are amusing your- 
sdves in future to keep away from places 
frequented by officers. Rompez (dismiss).” 

“ Nom de Dieu ! But you are two lucky 
numbers,” said the sergeant when we got outside. 

You ought to drink the commandant’s health.” 

“ Come and crack a bottle with us,” said 
Petrovski impulsively. 

The sergeant shook his head. " No, my good 
comrades, that is not allowed,” he said ; “ but I 
could perhaps find another sergeant to share a 
litre with me if I had the money.” 

Pefarovski, who did everything en prince, 
promptly responded to this hint by pressing a 
twenty-franc piece into the sergeant’s palm, 
much to the non-com.’s astonishment. He prob- 
ably expected a franc, which would have been 
sufficient to have bought half-a-dozen bottles of 
canteen wine, quite as good wine, by the way, as 
one would pay two shillings a bottle for in an 
Eiil^sh restaurant. 

Hife was our introduction to the fact that 
non-commissioned-officers in the French army 
are open to be tipped. It has to be done ddicately 
though, and the tipping is usually done by asking 
tMr acceptance of presents in kind, or, better 
siah, by leaving the presents where they can find 
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tEem. A packet of cigarettes, or of tobacco, a 
bundle of cigars, or a botlle of sealed wine, will 
never offend a sergeant or a corporal if given by 
a good soldier who is not likely to expect anything 
more than goodwill in return, but the goodwill 
of a non-commissioned-officer is very useful 
sometimes, and his id-will is a misfortune always. 

Eet it not be inferred from this that it is 
necessary to bribe non-commissioned-officers in 
order to get them to treat one with decency, 
or that I personally made my way in the Eegion 
by means of “ creeping,” because that is very far 
from the truth. It was generally the non- 
commissioned-officers who were most popular by 
reason of their fairness that received little atten- 
tions like this when a legionary got money from 
home, and though I did make many trifling gifts 
to non-commissioned-officers I don’t think that 
I ever gave for any reason other than that which 
prompted me to buy wine or tobacco for my 
equals — ^in my time in the Eegion nobody need go 
without a drink or a smoke as long as there was 
_ any one in his section who had tobacco or 
money. 

The sergeant handed us over to a corporal, who 
conducted us to a barrack room, in which we found 
about a dozmi men in plain dothes like oursdves. 
These were recruits for the Legion who had 
enlisted in provindal towns, no fewer than e^it 
theta having come from Bdfort, which, by leasqa 
of its proximity to the German fronts, gae ni tP 
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to send more recruits to the Legion than any other 
place. 

They were a very mixed lot indeed, and some 
of them seemed to be already regretting their 
bargains, if one could assume as much from their 
glum countenances. Afterwards, on board the 
boat, I got into conversation with two of these 
gloomy ones, and they told me an extraordinary 
story of their having been arrested on a trumped- 
up charge by the French police, and bem given 
the choice between going to prison and joining the 
L^on. 

I couldn’t reconcile this tale with the recruiting 
officer trying to dissuade me from joining, and I 
don’t bdieve it now, but I am bound to say that 
I heard much the same thing from others later on. 

Hiese two men were Germans, and, like many 
of thdir countrymen in the Legion, they turned 
out to be very unsatisfactory soldiers. They 
eventually deserted, and, after terrible hardships 
and many narrow escapes from the wild tribes 
of Morocco, got to Tangiers. Here they managed, 
with the assistance of a member of the crew, to 
stow away on an English steamer that was going 
to Malta and the Levant ; but, unfortunately 
for them, the ship had to call at Algiers, and the 
captain, having in the meantime discovered their 
presence on board and not sympathising with them, 
handed them over to the French authorities, 
who promptly handcufEed them to a gendarme 
apiece and sent them badr to the Legion. What 
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terrible hard luck that was ! And what a little 
thing brought it about ! If they had not met that 
benevolent member of the English steamer’s crew 
they would have gone to the German consul, 
for they had already decided on that step, and 
he would have sent them home — consuls only 
refuse to help legionaries while they are on French 
territory — or if the benevolent individual’s iriiip 
had been on its homeward instead of its outward 
voyage they would have got to Eiverpool in place 
of getting to Algiers. I happened to be on guard 
when they were brought back, and I shall never 
forget the pity I felt for them when ihey told me 
their heartbreaking story of the sufferings they 
had undergone during their two months’ absence. 
If they told that English captain anything like 
the tale they told me he must have been a flinty- 
hearted character to send the poor devils back. 
They were tried by court-martial, got two years’ 
penal servitude each, and I never saw or heard 
anything more of them. 

There was another member of that party of 
recruits whose after career was interesting in a 
different way. He didn’t at all seem to fit his 
surroundings as I saw him for the first time that 
mommg in the barrack-room at Fort St. Jean 
waiting for the morning “ soup.” He was dressed 
in an irreproachable frock coat, with an equally 
faultless pair of grey trousers, and his boots and 
tall hat were as shiny and correct as they make 
them. But what puzzled me most and raised my 
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envy, at first sight of him, was the fact that he 
was wearing a shirt that was clean and glossy from 
the hands of the laundress. I couldn’t understand 
that at aU until we formed up that afternoon to be 
marched down to the boat, and then he appeared 
on parade carrying a portmanteau, and the 
mystery was solved. Fancy a man enUsting in 
the Foreign Eegion and bringing a portmanteau 
with him ! He was supercilious, standof&sh, and 
disdainful in his manner, and I always felt like a 
pitiful worm beside him ; but for all this, and 
though he was the most unpopular man I knew 
in the Eegion, he was a rattling good soldier, and 
knew the trade from A to Z. 

What cormtry owned, or disowned, him, I don’t 
know ; but it was rumoured that he had been an 
officer of the Austro-Hungarian General Staff, 
and it was chaffingly suggested that he was. 
p^haps, the missing Austrian archduke. He was 
certainly “ stuck-up ” enough to be an emperor. 
But, whatever he was, there could be no doubt of 
his being a man of extraordinary grit and resource, 
for he extricated a convoy in Tonquin from a 
most difficult position and was, most deservedly, 
promoted to a commission. 

There was yet another of that crowd who 
deserves a few words. He was an outsider as far 
as appard went, for he was literally in rags; 
but he was an easy first favourite, both thei and 
afterwards, as regards popularity, for he was one 
of those rare mei tibat one seetns to know 
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intimatdy after having been in bis company for 
five minutes. I don’t think that I ever saw that 
man without a smile on his face — ^in fact, his 
nickname in the Legion was " The Smiling Swiss,” 
and it used to be said that he couldn’t look serious 
if he tried. He was the most good-humoured, 
simple, lovable lump of a man I ever met in my 
life — and he was the only man I ever heard of 
who made a fortune in the Legion. He became 
“ ordonnance,” or soldier-servant, to his captain, 
whom he accompanied on a visit to A^iers, and 
there he fell in with a wealthy French widow, 
who married him. That widow was a lucky 
woman. 

We had not been in the barrack-room more 
than five minutes when a bugle sounded outside, 
and the corporal took two of the men away with 
him, presently returning with a wooden carrying 
tray containing mess tins and small loaves of 
bread. 

I looked on anxiously while he was serving out 
the tins and the loaves, for I was very hungry and 
was doubtful as to whether I should find mysdf 
“ in mess ” ; but my fears were groundless, and 
I soon found mysdf trying to eat thick potato stew 
by the sole aid of my pocket-knife. 

It was not at all bad, tiiat stew, or “ soup ” as 
they call it, and I made a very satisfactory meal, 
while hoping that I should get nothing worse 
" over there.” 

After “ soup ” we invited our new comrades 
n 
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to come to tlie canteen to drink to our better 
acquaintance, and all of them but one accepted 
with alacrity. The exception was the swdl in 
the frock coat, who politely, but freezingly, said 
that he did not desire to drink when Petrovski 
wound up his heavenly smile and asked him. 
Petrovski bowed and, as fax as I know, never 
spoke to the man again. 

We passed a joyous time in the canteen, filling 
up Spahis, Turcos, Chasseurs, and Legionaries 
indiscriminatdy at a ridiculously small expense, 
for wine in a French canteen is cheaper than beer 
is in an English one, and stayed there until the 
corporal came, at about three o’clock, to rout us 
out to go down to the boat. 

There were a lot of recruits at Fort St. Jean 
for the ordinary African corps of the French army, 
and more than a few bad characters bound for 
the Zephyrs, but it was only we of the Legion that 
went by the mail packet that day. 

As the boat passed the Chateau dTf tihe univer- 
sality of “ Monte Christo ” was brought home to 
me by the fact that every man of our cosmo- 
politan crowd looked at it with interest, and 
seemed to be wdl acquainted with the story of 
the escape. 

Then, just as we were dearing the harbour, 
there was another sight, one that brought a lump 
to my throat and made me intensely dissatisfied 
with mysdf : it was the Britirii Mediterranean 
Fleet, with the Union Jack at every bow, and the 
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cross of St. George floating proudly over every 
stem. I Mt that I had wilfully thrown away my 
birthright : I had no concern with that flag for 
the next five years at least. I was a despicable 
renegade. 
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CHAPTER V 

Oran — One hundred vacancies a week in the I^egion — filthy 
hole — ^The man who got a medal for pinching*’ the 
general’s clothes 

We left Marseilles between five and six on a 
Thursday evening and arrived at Oran just before 
noon on the following Saturday, 

Oran is strongly fortified, but from the sea it 
looks so glaringly inoffensive and helpless that 
any one who judged its d^ences by what could be 
seen would have no hesitation in betting that it 
could be taken by a torpedo boat. 

As soon as the packet touched the wharf a 
sergeant of the Region came on board and marched 
up to Ihe forepart of the boat, where we were 
congregated looking over the side. 

“ I^egionnaires a moi ” — legionaries come to me 
— ^he diouted in a strident parade voice as he stood 
in the middle of the deck and raised his right 
arm above his head. 

This struck me as being a somewhat siUy pro- 
ceeding, seeing that at least half of our party had 
no knowledge of French, but it answered all right, 
and after cheddng us off on a kind of way-bill 
he marched us off the ship, through tiie wide well 
scavengered streets of the town to Fort St. Theresa, 
which lies on a lull some distance behind. 

52 



lylFB IN THB BBGION 53 

We must have looked curiously out of place, 
we fifteen men in assorted European clothes, 
as we marched through the throng of negroes, 
dark-skinned Arab men, and olive-complexioned 
Algerian women ; but we didn’t seem to interest 
the populace a little bit. This surprised me at 
the time, but I ceased to wonder when the sergeant 
told me that about a hundred recruits passed 
through Oran in this way every week in the year. 
Just think of that : four or five thousand recruits 
pa: annum to fill the gaps in a force which never 
numbers more than twdve thousand and seldom 
exceeds eight thousand ! What an object lesson 
as to the risks of service in the Begion ! 

“ How much farther, mon sergeant ? ” asked 
Petrovski, who seemed to be a bit out of training 
and blown by the long uphill tramp. 

“ Just a bagatdle : about a kilometre,” replied 
the sergeant, looking at him curiously. “ l!h^’ll 
soon teach you ‘ down there ’ to do thirty kilo- 
metres carrying a donkey-load on your back with 
less trouble than this little bit seems to be giving 
you.” 

" Ma foi, I’m afraid they won’t do anything of 
the sort if the kilometres ' down there ’ stand up 
on end like they do here,” rejoined Petrovski. 

“You’ll see, my friend, you’ll see,” said the 
sergeant grimly. 

I thought of this lata: when I used to see poor 
Petrov^ doubling round and round the exerdse- 
ground with the squad, puffing and blowing 
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most distressfully, and sliedding Ids fat by tiie 
pint. 

When we got to the fort we were inspected by 
an officer, and then shown into a dark filthy hole 
that might have been a salle de police at some time 
or other. The wooden guard-bed, on which there 
was a pile of dirty looking blankets, was the only 
fitting the room contained, and as soon as I saw 
the accommodation I not unnaturally jumped to 
the condusion that this was the sort of thing we 
were to expect for the next five years, and was not 
at all pleased with the idea. 

Being left to our own devices, after being 
cautioned against leavmg the fort, Petrovski and 
I speedily fotmd our way to the canteen and 
invited two thirsty-looking legionaries whom 
we found standing outside to show us the 
ropes. 

They accepted the job with alacrity, and the 
trifle we ^ent filling them up with good red wine 
of A%eria was an excdlent investment ; for they 
were a couple of merry fellows and, besides giving 
us much useful information, entertained us hugdy 
with yams of Eegion life in camp and barracks. 
Most of theix stories had a woman in them some- 
where, but there was one that may wdl be re- 
produced here, espedally as it happens to be true, 
in its main facts at any rate, though it may sound 
unconvincing. 

One of them was wearii^ a medal, and I adred 
him what it was for. 



UFE IN THE EEGION 55 

“ Oh ! ” laughed the other one, “ he got that 
for pinching the general’s dothes.” 

“ Yes, that’s right,” said the man with the 
medal, grinning : “ but it is you, my worthy man, 
who ought to be wearing it.” 

“Have another litre and tell us about it,” I 
suggested. 

“ Eh, but you are good recruits,” he remarked 
appredativdy as he hdd out his hand for the 
money. “ We don’t get many Ions camarades 
like you come through here.” 

“ So you want to know how I got this bit of 
ferUanterie (tinware), eh ? ” he adced, as he settled 
himself in front of the fredi bottles and lighted his 
pipe, which he had filled from a packet of tobacco 
he had bought with our money without asking. 

I nodded assent. 

“ Well, it was owing to a genmral, who called 
himself Eouis, but ought to have been named 
‘ Cochon ’ (pig). He didn’t like the E^on, and 
when he was in command of our brigade on the 
manoeuvres of ’ 82 , he made us fed it. He annoyed 
us, and some of the boys made up their minds to 
annoy him. One fine morning, at the first note of 
reveille, he wriggled out of his sleeping-sack and 
looked for his breeches. They had disappeared, 
and so had every other bit of his dothing, and his 
camp equipment : he had nothing but what he 
stood up in, and that wasn’t nearly enough to 
command a brigade in. Somebody had got into 
his tent, although there were two sentries of the 
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Eegion posted there all night, and made off with 
the whole of his kit. There was a terrible row, and 
the camp and every soldier in it was searched, but 
not a single article was found — and they never 
have been found to this day. The general was 
annoyed right enough, and the Eegion was avenged 
when he appeared on parade looking a figure of 
fun in clothes borrowed from men bigger and 
smaller than himself. Oh, it was a gay sight, 
and even the officers hurt themselves tr3dng to 
look solemn when they wanted to laugh. I had 
the bad luck to be on guard that night, and it 
was the guard that had to pay for all the fun. 
My friend Jules here was not of the guard, and 
though he had more of the fun than I had he had 
to pay nothing. I was sent away, with the others 
of the guard, to the extreme south, on the borders 
of the desert, and found myself in a miserable 
little blockhouse on an oasis a mile or two from 
Ras-el-Chel, at that time the worst station in the 
whole Region. 

“ There were ten of us, with a sergeant and a 
bu^er, in that blockhouse and we had nothing to 
do- 

“ It is not good to have nothing to do, and, at 
first, I thought that I would rather have been sent 
to the Zephyrs than to that blockhouse ; but I 
was mistaken, for I hadn’t been there very long 
before the Oulad-Seghir Arabs made us as busy 
as we wanted to be. 

“ It was at NoH that they came down on us. 
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thinking, no doubt, that as we generally got a few 
litres extra under our cartridge boxes at Qhristmas- 
time, they would have a better chance with us 
then. 

“ We of the bloddiouse had a good supply of 
wine on that Christmas Day. I got four or five 
litres myself (7-9 pints) and when I went to de^ 
I wanted to stop asleep for a long time. But I 
didn’t get a chance, because in the middle of the 
night the sergeant, who was a poor man at the 
drink, came and shook us until we roused up. 
We had no sooner opened our eyes than we heard 
the bugler on the roof cracking his lungs with the 
‘ rouse,’ the ' alarm ’ and the ‘ regimental call.’ 

“ We bounded up to the roof with our rifles in 
our hands, but no trousers on our legs, and lined 
up at tile ‘ ready.’ 

“ ‘ Good,’ said the sergeant, ^ I was afraid 
that you were all too drunk. I came up he?e to 
smoke a pipe and found that the sentry had gone 
to bed with the rest of you. It would have been 
a bad job for us if I hadn’t wanted that pipe. 
Eook there ! ’ and he pointed to the borders of the 
oasis whore we saw moving figures and plenty of 
thon. ^ I had the “ alarm ” sounded just to 
remind those monkeys over there that they can’t 
catch the Eegion asleep, and the “regimental 
call ” was blown on the off chance of its carrying 
to Ras-el-Chd and teUing the company that there 
fe business going on here.’’ 

“ He sent us to put our trousers on then, and the 
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Arabs gave us plenty of time to do it, for they 
didn’t move until nearly seven o’clock, after we 
had been cursing them for hours for keeping us 
waiting. 

“It was a good job for us that they didn’t 
start earlier, for there were several hundreds of 
them with breech-loading rifles, and there would 
likely enough have been none of us left by dayHght 
if they had had the sense to pour volleys into us 
before we could see well enough to pick thiem off. 
You see we hadn’t enough ammunition on our 
side to waste it in volley firing. 

“They dimbed up into the palm-trees all 
round and shot down on us, but that gave us a 
better chance at them, for we couldn’t miss birds 
of that size, and every shot we fired brought one 
of them down. 

“ Our bugler was the first to lose his number : 
he was shot through the head as he stood in the 
ai^le of the parapet and remained standing up as 
if he were stUl effective. 

“This gave us an idea, and as each man fdl 
afterwards we propped him up behind with a 
bayonet and stood him against Ihe parapet. 
When the sergeant went out we stuck his pipe 
in his mouth, and he looked regular life-like, only 
more determined. Soon there was a row of dead 
men guarding the bloddiouse, and they looked so 
cahn andconfid^t that the Oulad-S^hir evidently 
thought it would be too risky to come to close 
quarters with us, and gave up the attempt on the 
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post in disgust, so that when our company came 
to our rescue at the double there was nothing for 
them to do. 

“ ‘ Brave fellows, you have saved the post ! ’ ” 
said our captain as he embraced the corpPral and 
me, who were the only two left standing. But 
the worthy man was mistaken ; it wasn’t us that 
had saved the post, it was those others standing 
stiff there at the ‘ready’ — ^those others that he 
didn’t embrace. 

“ The company marched past that line of dead 
defenders and saluted them, but the men were all 
la ughin g as they did it ; they couldn’t help laugh- 
ing, for, my faith, those dead ’uns did look comical. 

“ That’s how I got this bit of tin, camarades, 
and my friend Jules here ought to have got it, 
because he was one of those who actually put the 
finger-blight on the general’s clothes and buried 
them.” 
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CHAPTER VI 

A Legionary's food — An nncomfortable niglit — ^Two tales of 
desertion — ^The true story of the Prussian prince — A recruit 
of sixteen and another of fifty — ^The French as colony 
developers — Unwise generosity 

Ohr evening “ soup ” on that Saturday was our 
first meal in Algeria, so this will be a convenient 
place to give general particulars as to the food of 
a legionary. 

The daily ration given in kind, in Algeria, 
consisted of : — 

Meat . . . . 300 grammes (about 10 ozs.) 

Bread . . • • 750 „ ( „ 25 „ ) 

Coffee . . . . 16 „ ( „ ^ „ ) 

Sugar . . . . 21 „ ( „ I „ ) 

In addition to this issue in kind there was an 
allowance of eighteen centimes (nearly 2d.) a day 
for the provision of potatoes, vegetables, and wine 
— a quarter of a litre, or about half-a-pint, of 
which used to be issued about four times a we^ 
in my day. 

There is a terrible monotony about the food, for 
every meal is very much the same and consists, ex- 
cept on rare occasions, of a dish called “ soup ” 
and bread. We would call this “ soup ” stew, and 
probably Irish stew, for it contains a lot of potatoes 

and v^tables. It is palatable enough and very 
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nourMung, as a rule, but I am afraid that the 
regulated ten ounces of meat per man does not 
find its way into it. There is a lot of leakage 
both from the rations in kind and from the messicg 
allowance, as most of the sergeants-major and the 
“ fourriers,” or company-quartermaster-sergeants, 
reckon to have some pickings from these sources. 
I found this out for myself when I became a 
sergeant-major, and I had serious trouble with my 
fourrio: because he thought I w^ depriving him 
of some of his legitimate perquisites. Further 
than this, the cooks take toll of the food passing 
through their hands. 

After allowing for all this, however, there is 
plenty left to satisfy a normal man in the climate 
of Algeria, and those who say that the Legion is 
underfed are not tdling the truth. 

Personally, I cannot remember having ever 
eaten the whole of my ration of bread, and there 
were so many like me that there were men in my 
time who made a practice of collecting the uneaten 
bread and selling it to the natives, though to sdl 
bread was an offence punished with eight days’ 
imprisonment. 

The only fault I ever found with the food was its 
want of variety, and that, it must be confessed, is 
a very serious fault. 

A quarter of a litre, or about half-a-pint, of 
sweetened blac^ coffee is brought to the legionary’s 
bedside before he gets up in the morning, and with 
this some men take bread saved from the previous 
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day’s allowance ; generally breaking it up and 
putting it into the coffee — making “slingers” 
of it, as the British soldier used to call the operation 
in the days before the present system of fancy 
messing came into vogue. 

After this there was nothing till “ morning soup ’ 
at half-past nine. The second, and final, meal of 
the day was “ evening soup ” at five, which was 
very much like the morning meal. 

We didn’t get much sleep that night. The 
wooden guard-bed and the single blanket that was 
our sole bed-covering were so occupied already 
with creatures that resented our intrusion that 
our first night in Algeria was passed in such 
terrible discomfort that on the following day we 
hedged against a repetition of it by taking in as 
much wine as our stomachs would hold, which 
CCTtainly made us indifferent to the attacks of the 
insects and oblivious to the hardness of our couch ; 
but in the morning I, at least, wished that I had 
put up with the insects, for I had a headache that 
made living very painful indeed — the horrible 
headache which always seizes the unseasoned 
inducer in the heavy wine of Algeria. 

Our second day in Algeria, a Sunday, would 
have been a long wearisome day for us if it had 
not been for our two friends of the day before. 
They obligingly spent the whole day with us, 
drinking and smoking much at our expense, but 
giving us good value for what we spent on them in 
the shape of counsel and entertaining reminiscence. 



UFE IN THE EEGION 


63 

Among the stories told by them was a tale of 
desertion, related by Jules, which I will try to 
reproduce faithfully : 

“ But yes, my fri^ds, I have made the pro- 
menade,” said Jules in answer to a question as 
to whether he had ever attempted to desert. 
“ It would have been an adventure to laugh at if 
it hadn’t been that the man most concerned in it 
took it too seriously. 

“ We were marching with a convoy to Mascara, 
and the commandant was a pig who not only 
marched us too much but fed us too little. We 
cursed him among ourselves day after day, but 
nothing came of the cursing until we Were within 
a short march of Mascara. Then a German fdlow 
named Goerth went from one to the other and 
suggested that we should go off on a mardi of our 
own and try our luck in getting to Tripoli. Goerth 
spoke as if it was the easiest of things, that getting 
to Tripoli, and it is likdy enough that he didn’t 
know any more than we did, that Tripoli was 
five hundred miles away. 

“ He got a dozen of us to agree to go with him, 
and as we were crossing a stream we hid among the 
oleanders on the bank until the convoy passed out 
of sight, none of our comrades giving the alarm, 
for it was no bu^ess of thdrs. 

” When we could no longer see the tail of the 
convoy we came out of our hiding-places and 
Goerth took command of us as if he was a sergeant 
and we his squad. He ordered us to form up and 
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fisi bayonets, and, wben we bad done this, be 
marcbed ns ofE to a small Arab encampment tbat 
we could see in tbe distance. 

“ He told us as we went along tbat we would 
tie up tbe men and enjoy ouxsdlves until tbe 
evening, when we would march on again and seek 
other opportunities of tbe same sort, 

“ This seemed to us to be a very good programme 
and we advanced gaily. As we approached the 
encampment we could bear tbe women shrieking 
with terror, as tbe Arab women always do when we 
of tbe Eegion get to dose quarters with them, and 
tbe men turned out to meet us. There were only 
about half-a-dozen men, and they did not look as 
if they wanted to fight, so we thought we were 
going to do what we wanted without hurting 
anybody. 

“ The sheikh came up to us in a very friendly 
fadiion, and told us that he was an old Turco who 
had served under the tricolour for many years. 
He said that it was a great happiness to him to see 
some of his good friends of the l^on, and he 
hoped tbat we would come into his teat and 
give him the pleasure of entertaining us. He 
spoke so like a good comrade that he quite got 
over our leader, who ordered us to pile arms 
and follow the old man into his tent. Here we 
got a good meal of couscous and milk. All the 
time we were eating it the old sheikh “comrad'^ ” 
us till we came to think that he was a very fine 
fdlow indeed. We ate till we could hold no more 
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and then lit our pipes, feeling very comfortable 
and well disposed towards the sheikh. 

“ All went very happily until Goerth looked 
out of the tent and saw the Arabs taking away our 
rifles and bayonets. Calling on us to follow him 
he rushed out and took his rifle from the man who 
was carrying it away. But we were too comfort- 
able to move, and nobody followed him out : 
we had eaten and drunk our fill, and our minds 
were not so set on Tripoli as they had been. 

“Seeing that we did not come out, Goerth 
ru^ed back again, and, calling us a lot of filthy 
pigs and slandering our mothers, asked us if we 
intended to sit there and let the Arabs make 
prisoners of us. 

“We told him that we didn't see why they 
shouldn’t take us in ; ihey had treated us very wdl, 
and it was tite least we could do to let them get 
twenty-five francs each for us, seeing that we 
intended to go back any way. 

“ This made Goerth curse and threaten, but we 
took no notice of him. 

“ ‘ They’re not going to get twenty-five francs 
from me,’ he said at last. ‘ If you lousy cowards 
won’t go out and take those rifles back I’ll blow 
my head off in front of your faces.” 

“ ‘ That’s your affair,’ said one. 

“ * If you’ve got an idea that way get on with it ; 
we don’t mind,’ said anoiker. 

“ We of the Eegion, you see, bdieve that a 

man’s life is his own private proparty, and nobody 
£ 
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would think of mterfeiing with a comrade who 
had a fan<gr to end his engagement in the easiest 
way open to him. 

" Goerth sat down facing us all, as we smoked 
there composedly, and took off one of his shoes. 
Then he put a cartridge into the rifle and, without 
saying another word to us, put the muzzle in his 
mouth and started groping for the trigger with his 
big toe. 

“ ‘ A little higher, comrade, a little higher,” 
said one of us who was taking more interest in the 
affair than the rest. 

“ Goerth brought his toe higher and found the 
trigger. Then : Puff ! Crack ! and he was lying 
on his back with a hole as big as your fist in the 
top of his head. He was a fool, that fdlow. 

" Then the sheikh came in again, and he wasn’t 
polite any more. He said several very rude 
things to us, so that we were sorry that we had 
let him have those rifles so easily ; but it was too 
late to be sorry then. We were also sorry later, 
that we had let Goodh shoot himsdLf, because he 
became a nuisance to us, owiag to the Arabs 
making us carry him all the way into Mascara, 
where they got twenty-five francs for him as wdl 
as for us, which would have annoyed Goerth greatly 
if he could have known about it.” 

I tdl Ihis gruesome yam just as it was told to 
me, as nearly as I can. I learned afterwards 
that Jules was actually one of a party whidi 
really deserted as stated. 
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Then, while we were on the subject, the man with 
the medal, whose name, if I recollect rightly, was 
Dubouxg, told us another story which I verified 
later also. 

When he was stationed at a post on the border 
0$ the desert, he said, three Germans belonging 
to the detachment disappeared. It was hardly 
bdieved at first that they could have deserted, for 
it was the height of summer, and it was difficult 
to realise that any sane man would have made off 
into the desert at such a time when death by thirst 
was almost a certainty, even if they escaped the 
bands of hostile Arabs known to be in the neighbour- 
hood ; but the fact that they had taken with them 
their arms, their kit, and their equipment, left 
no room for doubt. 

Some days afterwards one of the runaways 
staggered back to the post, and going down on 
his bdly at the first water he came to, dr ank 
greedily like a parched beast. 

He was in a fearful state of exhaustion, and had 
cast away everything except his shirt, a pair of 
trousers, his rifle and his ammunition. He was 
taken before the officer commanding the detach- 
ment, who adced him sarcastically how he had 
enjoyed himsdf. Getting no reply to this question 
the lieutenant asked where were his comrades. 

“ One wouldn’t come back, and I’ve put 
‘ paid ’ to the account of the other,” he replied. 

Then he went on to t^ how the three of them, 
suffering terrible tortures from thirst and not 
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being able to go on any further, notwithstanding 
the fact that they had thrown away all but their 
rifles, had sat themselves down to consider their 
position. The “ dirty ” Prussian who had 
persuaded the other two — Bavarians — to desert 
by telling them that he could certainly lead them 
to Morocco, was asked what he had to say for 
himsdf, and then the man who had come back had 
coolly announced to him that he was going to 
shoot him. The other made no attempt to defend 
himsdf, and the Bavarian carried out his threat 
by shooting him in cold blood. 

Some friendly Arabs were sent out to search for 
the other Bavarian, and fotmd him almost at 
the last gasp. When he was brought in he con- 
firmed all that the other man had said. The 
murderer was punished for the act of desertion 
only, it being held that he had justifiably killed 
the man who had led him astray. 

Before we leave Oran let me teU the true story 
of the German prince who belonged to the Eegion, 
a story which is set down in a recent book as a 
l^end. It is nothing of the sort, for it is a fact 
that a member of the German royal house did 
serve in the Eegion. His name, in the Eegion, was 
Albert Friedridi Nordmann, and he died in the 
ho^ital at Ger 3 ndlle ; of disease, not of wounds, as 
stated in the “l^end.” ECs body was brought 
to Oran, whence a man-of-war, vdth flag at half- 
mast, carried it to Germany, l^iat is all-Mhere 
was no romance about the service in the Legion 
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of this cousin of William II. ; no gallantry dis- 
played in action, no Cross of the E^ion of Honour 
taken by the general from his own breast, and 
no Chevaliers of the Eegion of Honour escorting 
the corpse. I did not know him myself, I was 
not even in the same regiment, nor were we 
contemporaries, but I have met men who did 
know him, and they described him to me as a 
very ordinary young man, whose only striking 
characteristic was his standofl&shness and reserve. 
I have never heard anything about his motives 
for joining the Eegion, but imagine that he must 
have done something to seriously displease his 
august relatives. 

By the mail boat that arrived on Monday there 
came a further batch of recruits for the Eegiou/ 
and this lot were more fortunate than we were, 
inasmuch as they didn’t have to sleep at Fort St. 
Therese at all. 

They were now thirty-five of us, and of these 
twenty, including Petrovski and mysdf, were sent 
to Sidi-bel-Abbes and the other fifteen to Saida, 
where are the headquarters of the second regiment. 

Among the new arrivals were two men, whose 
presence with us indicated that the age limits 
were not very strictly observed in recruiting for 
the Eegion. One of them I put down, even then 
when he was dean shaven and had dark hair, 
as being nearer fifty than forty ; and later, 
when he had grown a beard streaked with grey 
and the dye had worn out of his hair, leaving it 
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very mouldy looking indeed, I gave him con- 
siderably over the half-century. The other one 
was a chubby boy without a hair on his face, or any 
sign of one, and he could certainly not have been 
more than sixteen. 

Neither of these recruits could be expected to 
last long in the Legion if the life were one of such 
intolerable hardship as it has been represented to 
be, and the fact that they both lived to complete 
their engagements is, to my mind, fairly good 
evidence that service in the corps does not put a 
breaking strain on an ordinary constitution. 

Sidi-bd-Abbes, the depot and headquarters 
of the First “ Regiment of Strangers ” is about 
as far from Oran as Dover is from London, but the 
West Algerian Company’s trains could almost be 
beaten for speed by a bicycle ridden by a cripple, 
and the journey took us from early afternoon till 
late at night. In its early stages it was a very 
interesting journey to me. I had imagined that 
Algeria outside the towns was nothing else but 
sandy desert, and here I found myself moving 
leisurely through country dotted with white and 
ydlow villages and country houses set in groves 
of citron, orange, date-palms, and fig-trees ; and 
surrounded by vineyards and well-tilled fields. 

It was my first introduction to the fact — ^which I 
had opportunities of thoroughly digesting later 
on in other parts of A^eria, in Indo-China, and 
on the West Coast of Africa — that the French 
knock ^ts off the !]^gli^ in the matta: of develop- 
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ing and beautifying colonies. We are taught at 
school that the English are the boss colonising 
nation that the world has ever seen, and thfe is, 
of course, true as far as the extent of colonial 
possessions goes, but the French know a great 
deal better than we do what to do with colonies 
when they get them. 

At every station there was a crowd of black 
and brown natives anxious to sdl green figs, 
oranges, grapes, tobacco, cigarettes and big luscious 
mdons. They were evidently open to barter, 
too, for signs were made to me at three several 
stations to exchange a particularly gorgeous 
flowing silk tie — ^which I had bought at Marseilles 
to give myself a flavour of the gaudy south — 
for fruit, and similar overtures were made to 
otiiers of our party for various articles, pocket 
knives being special articles of desire. None of 
our party, however, had need to barter, or to buy 
either, for Petrovski, with the thoughtless 
generosity that seemed to be natural to him, 
invited every one to take whatever they fancied, 
and leave it to him to pay. 

I begged him to limit his hospitality, for the 
men’s own sakes, but he only laughed good 
naturedly and called me a regular old woman, 
while some of the men who could understand 
what I said looked at me as if I was trying to do 
them an injury. 

I made a second attempt to stop the supply 
when I thought that th^ had taken as much as 
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would llave them any loophole of escape from the 
fate of bad little boys who steal green apples ; 
but my interference was taken in very bad part 
by the men, and received by Petrovski with 
laughter and a jocular “ Don’t be uneasy about us, 
granny.” One of the Germans muttered that I 
was an uncomplimentary-adjectived sheep’s-head, 
while another ejaculated the German equivalent 
for “ dog’s-tail ” three times with much disgust, 
and even the smiling Swiss’s merry look seemed 
to come undone. 

Then I shut up, and all the rest of the way 
chuckled grimly to myself and got much comfort 
in thinking of the sort of experiences they were 
going to go through to teach them the wisdom of 
my words of warning. 

With the exception of the moody Austrian — 
who sat in a comer seat on the side opposite to the 
platform, and stared perseveringly out of the 
window — and myself, they all gorged themselves 
unceasingly, replenishing supplies at every station, 
so that by the time we readied our destination I 
knew from previous experience in Egypt that the 
Austrian and mysdf were the only two of the 
party who could have been unconsdous of our 
interior economy. 



CHAPTER VII 


Knocked down for doin^ a man a good turn — ^An ojEcer of tlie 
Russian Guards — First night at Sidi-bel- Abbes — Medical 
Officers of the Legion 

It was about nine o’clock when the train drew 
into the station at Sidi-bel- Abbes. A sergeant 
and two corporals were on the platform awaiting 
us, and without any loss of time they set about 
forming us up to march us to the barracks. They 
did not seem to be in the best of tempers, and there 
was some pushing and shoving on their part to 
get the men quickly into their places. 

“ Gently, my friend, gently,” said Petrovski 
remonstratingly, as the ergeant pulled him 
somewhat roughly from the rear to the front 
rank. 

" Silence, you dirty pig,” said the non-com- 
missioned oflScer brutally. " What do you think 
you have come here for ? You’ll find yours^ 
somewhere where the birds won’t trouble you if 
you don’t look out.” 

My friend cast a furious look at the sergeant, 
and I was afraid that he would say or do something 
that would provide the non-commissioned officer, 
who looked and ^oke like an out-and-out bully, 
with a peg to hang a serious charge upon ; so, with 
great presence of mind, as I fl.attered m3rself, I 
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diverted Petrovski’s thotiglits into a different 
channel by bringing my leg forward and kicking 
him on the shin with my heel as hard as I could. 

He let out with a howl of pain, and, before I 
had any suspicion of what was coming, landed me 
a crack on the jaw that sent me sprawling. 

“ All right, old chap,” said I laughing, somewhat 
ruefully, I must confess, as I scrambled to my feet, 
" I asked for it, and there’s no harm done.” 

Poor Petrovski looked a trifle abashed. He had 
knocked me down on the spur of the moment, but 
had no sooner done so than he saw through my 
motive in kicking him. 

“ I’m sorry, my friend,” he said, simply. 

But the blustering sergeant was not for letting 
the thing pass so easily. He applied the most 
injurious epithets to both of us, and swore that he 
would put us in the guard-room as soon as we got 
back to barracks. As Petrovski was now on his 
guard he took all the abuse in silence, though I 
could see that he had hard work to restrain 
himself. As for me, I had been in the British 
army, and giving back-answers to superiors, no 
matter what the provocation, was no game of 
mine. 

. “ My God ! ” said Petrovski, bitterly, to me as 
we marched side by side along the broad road that 
led to the barradrs, “what humiliation and 
degradation we have let ourselves in for. Fancy 
beii^ obliged to take everything that guttersnipe 
like that choose to fling at you, without having 
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any chance to ram their cursed teeth down their 
ugly throats.” 

I saw that sympathy would do him harm, so 
I told him rather ^arply that if he felt like that 
it was a s^ that he had been let out of the nursery 
too soon, and he ought to have stayed at home 
until he grew up. 

“ Me ! ” he exclaimed, indignantly striking his 
breast with his fist. “ Me ! I have been an 
officer of the Czar’s Guard since I was fifteen.” 

This was the first time that he had mentioned 
anything about his previous life, and he never 
referred to the subject again. It is probable tibat 
he regretted having been surprised into saying 
this much, for he was very reserved with me for 
some time afterwards. He was, and is still, a 
mystery to me, although he and I were on terms 
of affectionate intimacy for five years. What 
brot^ht him to the Eegion I can only Conjecture. 
It certainly was not want of money, for, as I have 
already rdlated, he had a good round sum in his 
possession when he enlisted, and he had r^ular 
remittances all the time he was serving. I do not 
think that he was in the Eegion on a woman’s 
account ether ; he was too light-hearted for that. 
He did not appear to me to be stuffed with much 
military knowledge, and he was an execrable shot, 
but I am quite convinced, for all that, that he 
really was an officer in the Russian army, and not 
a di^aced one either. To this day I do not know 
his real name, but I identify him, in my own mind. 
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with a certain Russian major-general who is said 
to have gained his knowledge of the French army 
at first hand. 

Having heard much as to the brutal treatment of 
Russian soldiers by their officers, a scathing remark 
as to his disinclination to take medicine he had 
prescribed for others rose to my lips, but I re- 
strained mys^ and merely said that every one 
could see he was a soldier, a remark which seemed 
to please him. 

Then I changed the subject by drawing his 
attention to sounds of mandoline or guitar playing 
that were floating in the air, saying that my first 
impressions of the town were more Spanish than 
Oriental. He agreed, but our impressions at first 
sight were considerably modified when we saw 
the town a little more, for Sidi-bel-Abbes is 
distinctly an Oriental town, but there is a Spani^ 
flavour about it, and it is no unusual thing to see 
a fandango being danced in the streets. 

Whai we got to the barracks it was after tattoo, 
which is at nine o’dodc, and as the big parade 
ground was practically empty we escaped the chaff 
and rude remarks that usually assail a new party 
of recruits. 

I rather expected to find the sergeant carrying 
out his threat to put Petrov^ and myself in 
the guard-room for fighting, but he showed him- 
sdf as being one of the barking but not biting sort 
and said nothing about it. This sort of non- 
a)mmi^iohed officer gets very few men into trouble. 
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but he does not get ready obedience, as men get 
to know that no bite is likdy to follow his bark. 
The non-commissioned of&cer who is most dreaded 
by men of the E^on is the one who bites without 
any preliminary bark at all ; this sort is very 
dangerous indeed. The non-commissioned officer 
most in favour is one who knows what he wants 
and never threatens without carrying his threats 
into effect. Men say they know where they are 
with a man like that, but they never can forecast 
what will happen to them when they are under the 
command of the other sorts. 

Our names were called out in presence of an 
officer and then we were at once marched off to a 
barrack-room and left there for the night in charge 
of one of the corporals who had accompanied us 
from the station, who had a couple of old soldiers 
to assist him. 

Personally I was very hungry, having had 
nothing but a <x)uple of oranges since morning, 
and I had been confidently expecting a supper 
of some sort. Nothing was visible to my anxious 
eyes, however, and when the corporal started to 
undress himsdf and told us to look sharp and do 
the same as “Eights Out” was not far off, I 
philosophically took my hunger to bed with me. 

The bed was simply a tide filled with straw, the 
exiact counterpart of the bed of the Britidi soldier 
in those days, and the bolster was also stuffed with 
straw, very tightly. I am told that there are iron 
bedsteads in French barrack-rooms now-a-days. 
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as there is a daily varied menu, but at the time I 
am writing of the bedstead was three planks laid 
upon two iron trestles which raised them about 
a foot from the ground. The beddothing con- 
sisted of a sleeping-sack and two blankets ; they 
have no use for sheets in the Legion. 

The room was only used for the reception of 
recruits and therefore had fresh tenants every 
few days, so it was not surprising that I found more 
company in my sleeping-sack than I cared for. 
I dropped off asleep, however, in spite of them, 
and would no doubt have slept wdl had it not 
been for the night-long disturbances caused by the 
fruitarians. I was awoke by the flowery curses 
of the corporal, who had been woke up by a groan- 
ing recruit for the purpose of being asked the 
situation of a certain place the recruit badly 
wanted to find, and after that the night was filled 
with repressed repinings from the recruits, unre- 
pressed curses from the corporal and the two old 
soldiers, and noises incidental to the hurried exits 
and leisurely returns of the afflicted ones. 

It gave me an unholy feding of satisfaction to 
see that Petrovski, who had taken the bed next 
to mine, was one of the worst sufferers, and I 
gave him no comfort when he dolefully whispered 
to me that he thought he had the black cholora. 
Instead of telling him that he had nothing worse 
than a big dose of concentrated essence of stomach- 
adre I informed him that I would not be at alk 
surprised, and sympathetically added that it 
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would be a bad job if it were so, for only about 
one per cent, of those attacked by black cholera 
recovered. What a pity it was, I continued, that 
he had not paid a little more attention to the 
advice given him by his “ granny.” 

The man in the next bed to me on the other 
side heard my remarks upon the excessive mortality 
from black cholera, and as I spoke in French he 
understood them and they made him feel so much 
worse that he went and shook the poor corporal 
and b^ged him to send for the doctor, as he, and 
some others, would die unless something was 
done for them very quickly. 

The corporal let out a few weird polyglot oaths, 
but apparently became convinced that something 
serious was the matter, for he got up, lit the lamp, 
and himsdf went for the doctor. 

In about a quarter of an hour he returned with 
an officer whom I afterwards knew as Surgeon- 
Major Rouxi The doctor came in hurriedly as if 
the corporal had been preparing him for a 
case of wholesale poisoning, but it did not take 
him more than a minute or two to diagnose 
the case. 

“ rU soon put you all right again, my children,” 
said he good-humouredly. “ Come with me, 
corporal, and IE give you a little of something tlmt 
will refre^ them.” 

The corporal went with the doctor, and while he 
was away one of the tmfortunates said that the 
proper remedy for the case was brandy, plaaty of 
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it, and no doubt that was what the doctor would 
send them, 

I thought it possible mysdf that he would 
either give them brandy or opium, so I was as 
much surprised, though not as much disgusted, as 
any of them when the corporal returned with a big 
bottle of castor-oil and started serving it out in 
generous helpings. 

Most of them declined, and some flatly refused, 
but they changed their minds when the corporal 
informed them that the doctor had said that it 
must either be castor-oil or eight days’ salU de 
police. 

I sddom saw any of that lot eating fruit after- 
wards. 

liliis action on the part of the doctor may, at 
first sight, appear to bear out the hard things 
said of the medical officers of the Eegion in a 
recent book, but I don’t think that it was any- 
thing more than many English army doctors 
would have done in similar circumstances. I am 
quite unable to believe that a doctor of the Eegion 
refused to give a suffering man on the march 
anything to relieve him, as stated in the book 
referred to, and acted generally with such brutality 
as would be something like a disgrace to the 
medical profession. I was brought into dose con- 
tact with three medical officers of the E^on — 
Surgeon-Majors Tanfin and Roux and Assistant 
Surgeon-Major Arragon — ^and I cannot imagine 
one of them acting in such a manner. 



I<IFE IN THE EEGION 8i 

Men are certainly ptmished with eight days’ 
room arrest — which is simply confinement to 
barracks with extra fatigue duty, but without 
punishment drill — for reporting themsd^ves sick 
without reasonable cause ; but this is a necessary 
provision for the prevention of shirking, and the 
same thing was punished by confinement to 
barracks in the British army in my time- It is 
quite possible, of course, for a really sick man to 
be punished in this way, owing to a doctor’s 
mistake, but I never knew of a case. On the 
other hand I have known dozens of cases where 
men have gone sick and been excused duty for 
a day who have boasted afterwards that they only 
did it to get a rest. 


F 
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CHAPTER VIII 

** Juice '’—A beautiful wash— A legionary's kit — Potato peeling 
— ^An Bvening in tbe Canteen — I meet a fellow countryman 
— A stroll round the town — ^A weird drink 

I WAS awakened in the morning by a voice 
shouting : “ Au jus. An jus.” (To the juice.) 

Opening my eyes I saw one of the old soldiers 
carryir^ a large jug in his hand and going from 
bed to bed pouring about half-a-pint of hot cofEee 
into each man’s tin mug as it was held out to him. 
The coffee was not at all bad, though it was 
milkless and hardly sweetened enough, and it 
quickly roused me up. 

Reveille was sounded a few minutes afterwards, 
and the corporal exhorted us to “ Show a leg,” 
“Come, out o’ that,” in words almost the equivalent 
to tiiose that an English corporal would use in 
similar circumstances. It is the privilege of a 
French corporal to be the last man of his squad 
to get out of bed, so that all the time he was 
driving us he was still lying snug himsdf ; and 
stayed so until we were all up and dressed. 

“ Where can I get a wash ? ” I asked the 
corporal, not having noticed a lavatory on the 
barrack-room landing as is the case in E n glish 
barracks. 


82 



lylFE IN THE EEGION 83 

“ Never mind washing just now,” he said with 
a grin, as if it ticMed him. You axe going to 
have a beautiful wash presently.” 

Unwashed and unkempt as we were — and I, 
and all those who had started out with staxdied 
white shirts, looked particularly disreputable — 
we were taken over to the regimental oflSce, where 
we were inspected by the adjutant-major, the 
r^imental staff-officer corre^onding to tiie Eng- 
lish adjutant, and then posted to companies, 
PetrovsM and m3rself being fortunate enough to 
be sent to the same. From there we were taken 
to the bathhouse, where we got the beautiful 
wash promised by the corporal ; it consisted in 
our standing in a row, quite naked, while half-a- 
dozen legionaries threw buckets of cold water 
over us. This amused the legionaries immaasely, 
and many coarse remarks were bandied about at 
our expense — I can’t say that I Mt much enter- 
tained myself. 

From there we were marched to the stores to 
draw our kits, and very good kits they were, too. 
First of all we were fitted with a pair of red 
trousers each. They were hardly a Pimlico fit 
even, for they contained enough material to make 
a pair and a half as trousers are worn in the British 
army, but there was a lot of choppiu® and changing 
before every one was satisfied. Then came a 
double-breasted black tunic with red facings and 
green epaulettes with red fringe; a blue great- 
coat or capote, which is made so that the skirts 
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can be buttoned back to leave tbe thigbs free, 
and is always worn when on the march, usually 
directly over the shirt ; a blue tmdress blouse or 
frock ; a red kepi with the Legion's badge, a seven 
flamed grenade, in brass ; two white canvas 
fatigue suits ; two pairs of shoes, with the exact 
fitting of which great care was taken ; a pair of 
black leather gaiters ; two pairs of linen spats, 
such as are worn by our Highland r^ments; 
shirts, towels, drawers ; a knapsack very much 
like the pattern discarded in the British army forty 
years ago ; a bag containing cleaning materials ; 
and, lastly, a blue woollen cummerbund to wind 
roimd the waist. This last is a most sensible article 
to provide for men who have to soldier in hot 
dimates, f^r it does away with the necessity of 
wearin§^ cholera belt, and the support it gives to 
the ba«k is a great comfort when marching. 
British soldiers serving in India and in Egypt 
often wear something of the sort, but the Govern- 
ment does not provide it. 

Now what articles of an English soldier’s kit are 
missing from the above list ? Why, socks. They 
don’t wear socks in the Legion. Some wear pieces 
of linen — called chausettes Russes, or Russian 
socks — wrapped round their feet, but the majority 
wear nothing at aU between the bare feet and the 
leather. 

When the kits had been issued we were told that 
there was an allowance of seventeen centimes a 
day, about a penny three-farthings, for tire upkeep 
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of underclothing and white suits, and that any- 
thing left of this allowance at the end of a quarter 
would be paid in cash after a reserve of thirty 
francs had been accumulated. There were very 
few legionarii^ who got any cash income from 
this source, but a few very careful men did manage 
to draw four or five shillings a quarter. 

We were now allotted to our barradr-rooms 
and told to change into our drill suits at once and 
bring our civilian clothes to the company office 
when we had done so. 

PetrovsH and I were again drawn together, 
and with us in the same barrack-room were six 
other recruits, including the smiling Swiss, but not, 
I was glad to see, the unsociable Austrian. 

The barrack-room we were sent to was- a large 
one containing thirty beds, but there wai^obody 
in it when we entered, the inhabitants being out 
at drill. 

All the occupied beds had a card above them 
bearing the owner’s rank, name and regimental 
number, with his kit neatly folded on the dhdf, 
and the corporal who accompanied us told us 
to make oursdlves at home on any of the beds not 
having these signs of being already bespoken. 
Petrovdd and I took two adjoining ones, and at 
once set about changing. 

When we had got into our white suits we took 
our plain clothes in our arms and went over to 
the company office together. 

“ Would you like me to sdl your clothes for 
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you,” asked the sergeaut-major, “ I shall get a 
better price than you would, perhaps.” 

I replied that I would be glad to give the clothes 
to any one who would take them ofE my hands, 
and Petrovski echoed me. We were not sacrific- 
ing much, for civilian clothes fetch next to nothing 
at Sidi-bel-Abbes, and ours, though of the best, 
would probably not have fetched more than five 
shillings. 

In exchange for the clothes the sergeant-major 
gave us some good advice that would have been 
well worth the money to a military greenhorn, 
but I, at least, did not need it at aU. The only 
thing he said that particularly interested me 
was a remark that he would keep his eye on us 
and see that the captain was not allowed 
to be blind to our merits if we happened to 
have any. 

As we were talking to him the Austrian came in 
carrying his portmanteau, which he had stuck 
to until now. The sergeant-major made him the 
same offer that had been made to us, but the 
Austrian replied to the effect that he did not 
wish to sdl his civilian clothing just then, and 
that he would be obliged if the sergeant-Aajor 
would keep the portmanteau ia the company store 
for the present. 

** Want to keep your line of retreat open, di ? ” 
said the non-commissioned officer banteringly. 
“No, my worthy man, that is not permitted. 
I^egionaries are not allowed to have any articles 
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of civilian dothing in their possession, so you 
will have to di^ose of tiiat truck to-day.” 

Then he told us to go over to the hospital, on 
the side of the barrack square facing the gate, 
and wait there until we were required to pass the 
doctor, so we heard no more of the conversation. 

The medical examination was a mere matter of 
form ; as far as I was concerned it consisted merdy 
of the doctor asking me if I was all right and 
cautioning me to be careful in my dealings with the 
opposite sex. 

When we returned to the barrack-room we found 
that the duty men had come in from drill and were 
hungrily waiting for the morning soup. There 
were two squads in the room, occupying separate 
^ds, and two corporals. Each recruit was 
handed over to an old soldier, who was told off to 
diow him how to pack his kit away on the shdf 
above his head, howto dean his arms and accoutre- 
ments and generally to act as a sort of dry-nurse 
to him. 

The mentor who fdl to my lot was a German 
named Swartz, a soldier of the first-dass, who 
turned out to be a very decent fdlow indeed. He 
and I got on famoudy together from the very 
start, for before we had got through the morning 
soup, which came up immediatdy, I discovered 
that he came from Cologne, and I was able to talk 
to him about his native place, having received mudi 
of my education at a place not far from there. 

Petrovdd was allotted to a Bdgian named 
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Dremel, who was a chum of Swartz, so we four 
formed quite a snug party. 

Immediately after soup we were all, old soldiers 
as well as recruits, marched down to the cook- 
house to ped potatoes — another thing reminiscent 
of the British army, the only difference being that 
the Fraich peel potatoes, and arrange the messing, 
by companies, while in the English army the rations 
are drawn and prepared for the cook-house by 
rooms. With all hands on the job, potato peeling 
never took more than a few minutes, but, short 
as was the time occupied, it was often a tight fit 
to get through with it before ten o’clock, when 
every company had to parade to hear the day’s 
orders read. 

After orders we recruits were taken over to the 
company stores again to receive our rifles, bayonets 
and accoutrem«its. We ware told to spend the 
afternoon in getting these in good order, in 
readiness for a start at drill next morning ; and 
the afternoon was not too long for the job, for my 
things, at any rate, appeared to have bear in stores 
for some time and were sadly out of order. 

There is no pipeclay in the Eegion. All the 
bdts and straps are of black leather, like those 
worn by our rifle regiments, and the getting them 
up is a dow and painful process, every part having 
to be hed-balled until it is as evenly poH^ed as 
the heel of a new boot. Mine gave me a great 
deal of trouble, as I had never done anything of 
the sort before, and had declined Swartz’s offer to 
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do it for me. I am afraid that when I laid the 
task aside as having been done satisfactorily my 
belts compared very unfavourably with those of 
the old soldiers, but the ofl&cers and non-com- 
missioned officers are not hypercritical with recruits, 
and I soon got into the way of shining them so that 
they looked as well as anybody’s. The Gvas 
rifle, though it was very dirty and n^lected, 
gave me no trouble at aU, as I already knew 
pretty nearly all there was to know about firearms, 
and the way I set about cleaning it dicited 
commendation from the corporal. 

“ You’re the right sort of ‘ blue ’ ” he said, as 
he watched me. “ You won’t be in the awkward 
squad long. You seem to know as mudr about 
a rifle as a captain-instructor.” 

After evening soup Petrovski and I invited tlie 
whole of the twenty-six occupants of the room 
besides oursdves, and the two corporals, to 
adjourn to the canteen to wet our acquaintance. 
We did not meet with a single refusal ; indeed 
I cannot remember meeting a teetotaler all the 
time I was in the Eegion. I asked Swartz as to 
the propriety of inviting the corporals to come 
along, but was told that the proper way to stand 
treat to them was to stick a packet of cigarettes 
and a bottle of wine among their beddotbes. 

The canteen was nothing more than a bare 
room with a zinc-covered counter or bar running 
along one side of it. Bdiind the counter was a 
comfortable-looking woman, who was ndther 
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young nor middle-aged, and not particularly 
good-looking. This was Madame la Cantinidre, 
the modern survival of the dashing, handsome 
Cigarette of “ Under Two Flags.” It is impossible 
to fancy this up-to-date vivandihe careering about 
on a high-spirited horse with a smart kepi perdied 
roguishly over her ear. As a matter of fact she 
was knitting, and knitting as if she Hked it. At 
her back were rows and rows of shelves filled 
with bottles and glasses. 

About a dozen men were sitting and standing 
about, drinking and smoking, but they were doing 
both in a half-hearted sort of way, as if they were 
conscious that both wine and tobacco would have 
to be made to last a long time. The drink trade 
seemed to be in a state of stagnation. 

When our lot trooped in Madame looked up 
hopefully, and then put down her knitting and 
advanced upon us with a gracious smile. 

“You order what is necessary,” said I to 
Swartz. 

“ See, my friend, how much do you want to 
^end ? ” he asked. “ Shall it be a litre and a 
packet of cigarettes to every two comrades ? ” 

“ No,” said I magnificently, “ let it be a litre 
and a packet to every man. And don’t forget 
two bottles and two packets for the corporals. 

“ Bah ! ” interposed the pecunious Petrov^, 
throwing down a twenty franc piece. “ Drink 
and tobacco ci. volonte — ^at pleasure — madame, 
if you please, to these good comrades as far as that 
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will go. When that is down my comrade here — 
me — ^will give you another one.” 

As a pint of wine only cost something like a 
half-pomy, or did in those days, in the canteen at 
Sidi-bel- Abbes, it did not require much calculation 
to forecast the state of that twenty-^ men if 
they attempted to deal with that sixteen shilling 
piece ; so, while the lady was serving the thirsty 
ones, I whispered to Petrovski that he was a 
blighting pestilence, and would be the cause of 
some of those men sleeping in the guard-room in 
their clothes for a few nights to come. 

The irresponsible Russian’s reply was a mere 
shrt^ of the shoulders and a disdainful look. 
He was not on very confidential terms writh me 
just then. 

English people do not associate drunkenness 
with the drinking of wine — ^red wine at any rate — 
and so it may not sound convincing to English 
ears to say that cheap wine is at the same time the 
greatest solace and the greatest curse of all troops 
serving in Algeria, not l^onaries alone but soldiers 
of all arms. 

The wine is good, very good, and the legionaries’ 
appetite for it is only limited by their power of 
purchase. We read with something approachiig 
awe of men who could make a practice of stowing 
away two or three bottles after dinner in the old 
drinking days, but a man who drank that quantity 
in the Eegion would be counted a moderate 
drinker if he had money in his pocket to buy more 
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and went away without it. I knew men in the 
Eegion who could walk comfortably to bed with a 
quantity equivalent to six: or seven bottles inside 
them. 

I was hob-nobbing quietly with Swartz when the 
sergeant-major of my company came in and 
beckoned to me. 

“ The sub-lieutenant wants to see you in the 
company office,” he said, when I went over to him. 

I drank up my glass of wine, told Petrovi^ 
and Swartz where I was going, and followed the 
sargeant-major out, wonderii^ what the officer 
could want with me. 

“ What is the sub-lieutaiant’s name, chef ” — 
the sergeant-major, I had learned already, is 
always addressed thus, — “ and what does he want 
with me ? ” I asked as soon as we got outside. 

He mentioned a family name well known in the 
Indian Army, and said that all he knew about it 
was that the officer had seen my name when 
looking over the company roU, and had asked him 
to send for me. 

When I entered the office a smart yotmg officer 
who was sitting on the comer of the table got up 
and looked at me curiously. 

I saluted and stood at “ attention.” 

” Are you Eegionary Brown ? ” he asked in 
English. 

“ Yes, sir.” 

” Wdl, I’m glad to make your acquaintance,” 
he said, holding out his hand with a smile. “ We 
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don’t get many Englishmen here as far as I can 
see, and you’re the only one in this company. Sit 
down and let us have a chat.” 

He then turned to the sergeant-major and 
told him not to let us interfere with his arrange- 
meats, and the non-commissioned oflScer sat down 
at his table and went on with some work he was 
doing. 

The officer betrayed no cuiioaity about my past 
or my motives for joining, which was of ciourse 
only the natural attitude of a gentleman, and our 
conversation was mainly about the Eegion itself. 
I ventured to remark that he seemed to have got 
quick promotion, when he astonished me by saying 
that he had only been in the corps himsdf for 
about two months. 

“ Did you join as an officer, then ? ” I asked. 

“ Oh, yes,” he replied. “ It is not difficult for 
a man who has been an officer in a foreign army, 
and has left it for no cause reflecting on his honour, 
to get a direct commission in the Eegion.” 

This was a revdation to me. I also might have 
joined as an officer perhaps if I had known the 
ropes, for I had been guilty of nothing dse but 
folly, and had been honourably gazetted out of 
the British army. It was too late now, if for no 
other reason than that I had joined in a false name. 

In the course of further conversation I learned 
the curious fact that I could not now get a c»m- 
mission unless I became a naturalised Frenchman, 
but that naturalisation was not insisted on in the 
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case of those foTeigners who got direct commissions. 
Furthermore, there were only two ways of getting 
a commission from the ranks. One was for 
gallantry in action and the other was by going 
through a course at the French mihtary coU^e of 
Saint-Maixent. This college is a French iustitu- 
tion that mi g ht well be translated to England as 
a remedy for the increasing shortage of officers. 
Entrance to it is gained by success in an open 
competitive examination confined to non-com- 
missioned officers, so that a commission in the 
French army can always be obtained by an 
ambitions non-commissioned officer who can prove 
his fitness for it. Saint-Maixent is a sort of 
rankers’ Sandhurst, and if the same plan were 
adopted in England, in conjunction with the 
granting of a living wage to junior officers, it 
would lead many superior young men who do not 
care to enlist under present conditions to adopt 
the army as a profession, and we diould get a 
class of ranker officers quite as good as the Sand- 
hurst-trained brand. That is the deliberate 
opinion of a Sandhurst man. At the present 
time promotion from the ranks in our army is 
practically non-existent for men without money 
or influence, commissions of the quartermaster 
class of course excepted. 

We chatted on these subjects for the best part 
of an hour, and then the sub-lieutenant left me. 
The officers of the E^on do not come much into 
contact with their men on ordinary barrack duty. 



I,IFE IN THE EEGION 95 

most of the militaxy training being left to ihe 
non-«)mmissioned officers, and I did not see mnch 
more of him, as he was transferred to another 
battalion soon afterwards. I rather think, though, 
that he put in a good word for me, as the captain 
took more interest in me for the short time I was 
in Ihe company than was to have been espected 
if he had not heard anything about me. 

When I got back to the canteen I found that 
the proceedings there had become pretty livdy. 
The room was now crowded. There was a tuneful 
party in one comer ^ging a glee in German, 
a favourite pastime with legionaries of that 
nationality, a dense smoke-fog filled the room, 
there was a heavy winey odour in the air, groui)s 
of men were talking loudly in the language that 
came easiest to them, which seemed to be more 
often German than anything else, and bursts of 
boisterous laughter were frequent. 

Everybody seemed to be light-hearted, care- 
free, and happy. What struck me most was the 
absence of coarse language, and I found that this 
unsoldierlike deceqcy was the rule in the Eegion, 
not because there were any regulations on the 
pomt, but simply because the men did not care 
for meaningless obscenity. Ordinary curses were 
pretty frequent and free, but they were such as 
did not outrage one’s sense of decency. 

The lady behind the bar was taking no money. 
Those who wanted anything went up to the 
counter and got it without giving aaytbmg in 
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return, and the only indication that the cantini^re 
was not giving it away was the fact that she tallied 
it on a slate as she served it. 

PetrovsH formed one of the group listening 
to an old legionary tdling tales that kept his 
audience in roars of laughter. I joined tiie group 
round this raconteur, and was soon laughing like 
the rest at the witty and skilful relation of the 
comical situations brought about in the family of 
a probably mjthical colonel of the E^on by his 
young mother-in-law falling in love with his 
soldier-servant. A capital farce could be made 
out of the story as it was told that evening in the 
Eegion canteen ; but it would have to be a French 
farce. 

When the tale had come to an end Petrovski 
edged over to me and clapped me familiarly on the 
shoulder. 

“ Wdl, my dear granny, you were right about 
that money,” he said good temperedly, ” a 
twenty-franc piece goes a deuce of a long way here. 
I thought about what you said after you had gone, 
and sent out scouts to fetch some more fdlows in, 
and now all this lot are hdping to drink it.” 

“ What do you say if we leave th^n to it and 
go out to have a look at the town ? ” I said. 

He replied to the effect that it was a good idea, 
but suggested that we had better ask our two 
dry-nurses to come wiih us to show us round. 

Swartz and Dremd were quite agreeable, so we 
four dipped away quietly, and in about a quarter- 
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of-an-liotir’s time were dressed in correct walking- 
out uniform : red trousers, tunic, kepi, and 
sword-bayonet. When we got to the barrack-gate 
the sergeant of the guard stopped us to find fault 
with the appearance of Petrovski and mysdLf, 
and there was a lot of smoothing out of wrinkles 
and tugging of belts into position before he would 
allow us to pass. This was all pure uncalled-for 
ofiSdousness, because botib of us were dressed as 
smartly as the clothes would admit of, and a great 
deal more so than three out of four of the legionaries 
we met in the streets afterwards. It must be 
admitted, though, that our appearance would 
have raised a broad smile or two at Aldershot. 

We did not see much of the town that night, for 
after promenading aimlesriy in the main streets 
in company with thousands of soldiers and 
dvilians who seemed to be just walking about 
to kiH time, Swartz lured us down a labjrrinth 
of dismal side streets to take us somewhere where, 
he said, we could get something that was fit for a 
Christian to drink. When he said this I thought 
that he was out after beer, and readily consented, 
for I could have done with something in that line 
mysdf, even though it might have been nothing 
stronger than lager. But when he had landed 
us inside a low disreputable bar, in a part of the 
town that legionaries were not supposed to 
frequent, he called for a quarter of litre of “ Bapdi " 
and four glasses. 

I have tasted many weird drinks in my time — 

G 
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indudii^ trade gin distilled from sawdust, 
“ Scotdi ” whiskey made in Germany from 
potatoes, rice spirit, and the native-made fire- 
water of Indo-Qhina — ^but I have never come 
across anything so fiery as the liquor that was 
served in re^onse to that demand. It literally 
scorched my throat and made my palate tingle 
as if I had taken a mouthful of red pepper. One 
gulp of it was enough for me, and less suited 
Petrovski, who spat it out as soon as he had tasted 
it. I never made a second attempt at drinking it, 
but I afterwards bought many and many a litre 
of it, as I discovered that it was capital stuff for 
hardening the feet, and, whenever I could get it, 
I always poured some into my boots, after I had 
got my feet into them, before starting on a 
march. 

“lyook here, my friend,” said Petrov^ to 
Swartz, “did you bring us here to have a Httle 
joke with us ? ” 

“ Don’t you like it, then ? ” asked the German 
in a surprised tone. “Why, it’s splendid stuff. 
You’ll get nothing stronger anywhere.” 

“We are not looking for anything stronger,” 
said Petrovdd drily, “ show us some place where 
they sdl something about a quarter as strong; 
our stomachs don’t happen to be armoured.” 

A couple of red-doaked ^ahis and three or 
four legionaries, who were drinking the same stuff 
and apparently enjoying it, looked at us curioudy 
and grinned patronisingly, as if they were thinking 
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tibiat the taste for the “ ^lendid stufE ” would 
come to us in good time. 

“ Come along,” said Petrovski, “ I’ve had 
enough of it. l/et us go somewhere and get a bit 
of supper before we go back to barracks. I 
haven’t got used to that soup yet.” 

Petrovski and I moved towards the door 
while Swartz and the Belgian moved towards the 
bapdi left in our glasses. 

“It’s curious that you didn’t like that good 
stuff,” said Swartz. “ Both of you drink spirits 
whai you are at home, I suppose, and there’s 
nothing wrong with that stuff you’ve just left, 
I assure you. It’s made out of good fresh figs, 
and it’s the dearest thiug to drink that you can 
get : it costs twenty centimes the quarter litre 
in that place, and twice as much in the cafes.” 

“Twopence for half-a-pint was indeed a high 
price for a legionary to pay for his drink, so bapeh 
was only possible on q)ecial occasions for those 
who were living on their pay, and poor Swartz’ 
disappointment at our lack of appreciation of the 
fecial treat he had offered us can be imagined. 

“I don’t know where to take you to now,” 
he said, lugubrioudy, when he followed us outside. 
“ That twenty centimes was all I had, and I can’t 
treat you any more.” 

“ Yes you can, my boy,” said I, handing him 
a five franc piece ; “ only ask us what we’U have 
next time.” 

Petrov^ saw my action, and handed a coin to 
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his Belgian. ^‘You also may want to treat us, 
my friend," he said. 

“ Dart down here quick,” said Swartz suddenly, 
as we were passing a dark narrow lane with mere 
hovds of houses on either side of it. “ There’s 
the picket just turning the comer in front.” 

" And why should we run from the picket ? ” 
I asked, as I tore after him. 

“ It is eight days if you are caught in this part 
' of the town,” he said. 

“ You’re a cheerful person to sdect as a guide 
to innocent recruits,” I remarked, when we had 
slowed down after satisfying oursdves tibat the 
picket was not taking any interest in our pro- 
ceedings. 

“ Eh, but you would have come down here by 
yourselves, old comrade, and got caught by the 
picket for a certainty, if I hadn’t broti^ht you. 
What sort of a man is it, think you, who does not 
go at least once to a forbidden place ? ” 

“He’s right enough,” laughed Petrovski. 
“ Speaking for myself, I shall probably go there 
again, though I must say that I’m not particularly 
strack with tiie neighbourhood.” 

When we reacked one of the principal streets 
and were passing a brilliantly lighted cafe — in fhe 
main thoroughfare, at any rate, Sidi-bd-Abbes is 
thoroughly French — ^Petrovski led the way inside. 

The waiter looked advance at us, and adced 
what we wanted in a “ don’t want your custom ” 
kind of tone, but when Petrovski began to order 
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Idm about in his cool, dictatorial tone, the man’s 
manner changed completdy, and he became 
respectful to the verge of servility. I am coated 
■with humility myself, and I rather resented my 
friend ^eakmg to that waiter as if he were a 
dave, so I tried to temper Petrovdd’s harshness 
by bdng mysdf very affable and asking for what 
I wanted in the style of one asking a favour. 
The result was hardly satisfactory, inasmuch as 
•the waiter completdy ignored me, and Petrov^ 
had to use his influence to get me a bottle of Bass 
■that I had a^ed for four times in vain, after seeing 
■the familiar red ■triangle hanging on the wall in a 
comer. I don’t know why he should have been so 
disinclined to supply that bottle of beer, for they 
must have made a howling profit on it, seeing that 
it figured in the bfll as half-a-crown’s worth. I 
got my own back on that waiter though, for it fell 
to me to pay "the bill, and I forgot to "tip him, 
though he became amazingly civil when he 
discovered that the one who had been doing the 
ordering wasn’t going to do the paying. There’s 
a moral to this inddeat : it is that you are more 
likdy to be kicked if you are humble and med: 
■than if you are dictatorial. 

There was another party of four legionaries 
in the cafe, and they appeared to be very much at 
home ■there. They were in the middle of what 
appeared to be a very elaborate dinner when we 
entered, and seemed to be very wdl-bred men if 
one might judge by their ■table manners and ■the 
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tone in whidi they conversed. They never, 
from first to last, took the slightest notice of us. 

“ Do you know them ? ” I asked Swartz. 

“ They’re angehende corporaU” he replied. 

“ Probationary corporals, are they ? ” I said. 

They seem to be doing themselves well.” 

“Yes,” he said, “there’s plenty of money in 
the probationary corporal section, and those 
four very Kkely dine here every night. You see 
there are a lot of swdls iu that section, and they 
get more money from home than the general run 
of us.” 

Then, in answer to my enquiries, he went on to 
tell me that there was a whole half-company of 
these suddng non-commissioned ofl&cers, and that 
they were selected generally from among those 
l^onaries who had had previous military experi- 
ence iu other armies, and could speak French well. 

“You’ve been a soldier before, I think,” he 
continued — I had never mentioned it — " and as you 
speak German as wdl as French, you ought to 
stand a good chance of promotion if you show any 
smartness.” 

I was vam enough to think that the smartness 
would not be wantmg, and already saw mysdf 
a member of that select half-company. 

We stayed in the cafe so long that we had to 
double to get to barracks in time for tattoo ; 
but the other party were still sitting leisurely over 
their coffee when we left. On my asking Swartz 
why they ^ould not be in such a hurry as we 
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were he told me that they had probably got leave 
to stay out of barracks till midnight, which any 
l^onary who had been dismissed recruits’ drill 
could get, though comparatively few applied for 
it except for nights when the Eton’s band was 
playing in the town. 

When we got back to the barrack-room we found 
most of our comrades feverishly engaged in clean- 
ing their traps for the next morning’s parade, 
making up for the time lost in the canteen, and 
their work went on long after lights-out, to the 
droning accompaniment of one of the legionaries 
tdling stories, after the manner of the Arabian 
Nights, and this story-telling was still in progress 
when I dropped off to sleep. 
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CHAPTER IX 

Frenchmen from Germany — I/inguists in the Legion — First 
taste of corv4e — ^The Hall of Honour — A gallant feat of 
arms — What a regiment! What men! — Recruits* course 
easy, but marching a killing job 

I WAS awakened next morning as on the morning 
before, by the cry of “An Jus.” Swartz had 
impressed upon me the advisability of bdmg one of 
the first at the washhouse, as the accommodation 
was limited, and it was sometimes difficult to get 
a wash before parade, so I hopped out of bed at 
once without waiting to be hunted out by the 
corporal, and took my way downstairs the moment 
I had swallowed my coffee. I got a very satis- 
factory wash, and was grateful to Swartz for the 
tip, for most of the other recruits had to go on 
parade without any wash at all. After washing 
Swartz showed me the correct way to roll up my bed 
and fold the blankets neatly on top of it. Then, 
after swe^ing under my bed — a part of the room- 
deaning that every man had to do, the remainder 
beiag done by the orderly-man, which duty had 
to be taken by every one in turn — was free to get 
ready for parade, and speedily wound my blue 
cummerbund round the waist of my white trousers, 
and put on my white jacket and cap. As the 

fall-in for parade always sounds a quarter of an 
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hotu: after reveille, and as it is necessary to go 
down to tlie ground-floor to get a wa^, it is a very 
busy titne between reveille and the fall-in, and 
nobody gets ready much too soon. 

We recruits of the last batch were formed into 
two squads with a probationary corporal in charge 
of each, and a corporal in command of the whole. 

The barrack square is very little short of two 
acres in extent, and it was covered with men, 
probably as many as three thousand being on 
parade. There was not sufficient room for such a 
number to drill, of course, and I wondered what 
they were going to do. The point was soon 
settled by the battalions, and the different parties 
of recruits, with the exception of ours, marching 
out of the barrack-gate to the mudc of drums 
and fifes. We twenty were left behind and did 
our morning’s drill in a comer of the square. 

We were first of all put through the movements 
of extending from the right, left and centre, and 
then, when we could get oursdves into the proper 
positions at the word of command, we occupied 
the remainder of the time with a form of physical 
exercises, something like our “extension motions.” 
We were kept at this, with a " stand-easy ” of 
about five minutes in every half-hour, until about 
dght o’clock. All the commands and explanations 
were given in both French and German, a practice 
rendered necessary by the fact that most of the 
German recruits, even those from Alsace-Torraine, 
did not tmderstand French — and more than half 
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of the legionaries are of German nationality, if 
those from the conquered provinces are redroned 
as such. If asked, however, what their nationality 
is, most Alsatians insist that they are French, 
though their native places were taken from 
France forty years ago. One of the recruits was 
a Eevantine Greek, who understood neither French 
nor German, but the corporal was equal to esp)lain- 
ing to him and giving him his native equivalents 
for the French words of command. It is astonish- 
ing what a number of extraordinary linguists there 
are in the Eegion. Non-commissioned officers 
who can speak six languages are by no means 
rarities, and men who can converse in three tongues 
are to be found in almost every barrack-room. 
In that very company at the time I am writing 
of, there was a sergeant, a smart soldier, who was 
said to have been a professor of languages in a 
college in Switzerland. He was credited with 
knowing no fewer than twelve languages. He 
was certainly a master of those I spoke m 3 rself, 
and Petrovski told me that he had never heard a 
foreigner speak such good Russian, so it is likdy 
enough that general report did not overrate his 
ability. 

What struck me as being very wonderful was the 
fact that tbough a good percentage of recruits did 
not know any French at all when they joined, I 
never met, in all my time in the Eegion, a man of 
six months’ service who could not converse with 
ease in the sort of French that is spoken in the 
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E^on barract-rooms — ^wbich is not book French 
by any means. 

At eight o’dodk we were dismissed, and had 
nothing more to do, theoretically, till after morn- 
ing soup ; but in practice it worked differently. 
As we were trooping off to our barrack-rooms after 
being dismissed we were pounced upon by a ser- 
geant and kept hard at it for the next hour and 
a half, going round the barracks with wheelbarrows 
and brooms doing scavenging work. This was 
our introduction to the hated corvee. Generally 
the fatigue work of the barracks is done by men 
sentenced to extra corvee, and by men undergoing 
room-arrest and SaUe de Police, but all these men 
were now out at driU ; and when there are no 
defaulters available, or there are not enough of 
them for the work to be done, the non-com- 
missioned officers impress the first men they come 
across, and those who have not mastered the art 
of dodging get very little free time. 

After “ Ea lecture du rapport,” or the reading 
of the orders of the day, we were kept at what is 
called “ Theorie ” until two o’clock. This in- 
struction ranges from the pay and provision 
regulations, through the drill books, to musketry 
instruction and explanations of r^ulations of all 
sorts, and is continued into the trained soldier 
stage. As far as the instruction to recruits is 
concerned, military knowledge is relented to 
second place, and the time is mostly taken up by 
explaining the different badges of rank and the 
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proper compliments to be paid to each, and 
impressing the standing orders on the men’s minds. 

On this first day the “ Theorie ” was very 
interesting to me, because it included a visit to 
the Museum, or “ Salle d’honneur,” as it is called, 
of the lyCgion. I read recently that this “ HaU of 
Honour” is forbidden ground to the legionary. 
If this is so now, and I am very much inclined to 
doubt it, it was not the case in my time, for then 
every newly joined legionary was taken to visit 
it in order that he might be impressed by the feats 
of arms of his predecessors. It is difScult to bdieve 
that such a sure way of fostering esprit de corps 
should be abandoned, and I fancy that the state- 
mait must be a mistake. 

The “ HaH of Honour ” is in a well-kept enclo- 
sure, walled off from the rest of the barracks, and 
is approached by a broad flight of steps. It is 
a very large room, with a painted ceiling, the 
work of a legionary, and the walls are literally 
covered with portraits of officers and men who have 
distinguished themselves, and with canvases of 
stirring scenes in the Region’s history. 

The adjudant-major, who was acting as show- 
man, drew our special attention to one of these 
pictures bearing the title “ The Finish,” and with 
soldierly fedit^ told us the story of the incident it 
commemorates — ^surely one of the most gallant 
feats of arms that the world has ever known. 

It happened in Mexico, where the E^on left 
the bones of nearly two thousand of its members. 
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On the 30th April, 1863, 62 legionaries, -mth three 
of&cers, were acting as advance guard to a large 
convoy of provisions. They were attacked by a 
thousand Mexican cavalry, and fought their 
way to the hacienda of Camaron, where they 
barricaded tli«nsd.ves. The thousand cavalry were 
now joined by twelve hundred infantry, and the 
legionaries were confidently called upon to sur- 
render. Captain Danjou, who had lost his hand 
in the Crimea and now wore an artificial one, 
refused to entertain the idea, and the Mexicans 
advanced to the attadr. Just think of it : two 
thousand two hundred men against sixty-five, 
and those sixty-five without a drop of water, 
although the heat was tropical. They defended 
themselves from eight o’clock in the morning 
until two o’clock in the afternoon, when a flag 
of truce again summoned then to surrender. 
Of the sixty-five there were but five now alive, 
and they were all desperately wounded. Who 
could expect men in their condition to stick out for 
teems ? And yet they did stick out. “ We will 
only surrender,” said the non-commissioned 
oflScer, who commanded the wounded other four, 
“ if we are allowed to march out with our arms, 
and keep them.” The Mexican oolond. granted 
these terms, but when he found that the garrison 
consisted only of five wounded men, only one of 
whom was able to walk, he made a remark that he 
had not been fighting against men, but against 
demons. 
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“ This grand act of devotion was not in vain,” 
concluded the adjudant-major, “ for while the 
Third of the First was keeping that two thousand 
two hundred men employed the convoy got safely 
through. Soldiers of the Legion, remember the 
third company of this regiment and Camaron when 
it comes to your turn to fight.” 

In a glass case, under the picture, was the 
artificial hand of Captain Danjou. 

Another picture to whidi our special attention 
was drawn, called “The Breach,” illustrates an 
incident in Indo-China, where 390 legionaries 
gallantly held Tuyen-Quan against a Chinese army 
until a French brigade raised the siege thirty-two 
days afterwards. Of the 390 men in the place at 
the outset 190 were killed outright, and the 
majority of the others were wotmded. The Chinese 
tried to take the place by assault no less than seven 
times, and on one of these occasions, commemor- 
ated in the picture, they blew up one of the most 
important of the defensive works with a mine, and 
a section of the Legion held the breach against 
them and prevented them getting in. A sergeant 
of the Legion acted as chief-engineer at Tuyen- 
Quan and constructed all the defensive works. 

A whole book could be written round that 
museum of the Legion, and it would be a book 
wdl worth reading, too. 

I was profoundly impressed by what I had 
seen, and I think that I was a much more valuable 
asset to France when I came out than when I 
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went in. The finish to the adjudant-major’s 
description of the Camaron fight looks, in print, 
a little unreal and theatrical, but in the actual 
ddivery it was nothing of the sort. He was 
entitled to use that sort of language, for he had 
seen many stiff fights himsdf, and wore the Cross 
of the Eegion of Honour. 

“ What a regiment ! What men ! " was 
Petrovski’s remark to me as we trooped out of the 
“ Hah of Honour ” to resume the acquirement 
of such interesting facts as : “ One red chevron 
denotes a soldier of the first dass, two red chevrons 
distinguish a corporal, one gold chevron is a 
sergeant, two gold chevrons is the badge of a 
sergeant-major, an adjudant wears no chevrons, 
but carries a long sword like an officer,” and so on. 

From two tih four we had foot drih, differing 
but little from our own infantry movements, and 
at four we were done for the day, with the excep- 
tion of shining up for the morrow, and washing 
our white suits, which by this time were rather 
grimy, although we had only worn them one 
whole day. 

lyeamir^ wisdom from our experience of the 
morning, Petrovdd and I successfully dodged a 
sergeant on the look-out for some one to find work 
for in the hour that stfll remained until soup time ; 
but most of the others were captured for corvee, 
and it seemed to grieve them very much, judging 
by the remarks they made when we saw them 
next, that we had escaped. It is a peculiar thing 
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that men find misfoTtnne easier to bear if their 
friends are unhappy also. 

There are no washerwomen in the Eegion. 
Every man has to do his own washing unless he 
cares to pay some other man to do it for him. 
We were quite able to find the small amount 
necessary to get our laundry work done by deputy, 
but we had decided that we would not shi rk 
an3rthing, so after soup we took our way to the 
“ lavabo,” a concreted basin formed in a running 
stream that passed through the barracks. AH 
round the brink of this reservoir were men smoking, 
singing, and laughing while doing their washing, 
and I rather enjoyed the experience, which was 
not in the least like work. 

There were only two or three out of our twenty 
who had not been drilled in some other army, and 
by the end of the first week most of us were 
sufficiently advanced to take our place in the 
ranks, had we been allowed to do so. 

He would be a lazy man who could find anything 
to complain of in that first week’s training, and I 
diould much like to hear the opinion of such a man 
after he had served as a recruit in a British cavalry 
regiment for a week. I am betting he would 
regard the E^on recruit’s course as a bed of ease 
by comparison. 

The second week was a trifle harder, for we had 
now to march out to the drill ground of the Eegion, 
which is some distance from barracks, and pass ihe 
morning in running drill. Hus training is un- 
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doubtedly trying to a man ont of condition, and 
the bhibbery ones were completdy done up by the 
time we returned to barracks for morning soup. 
But it was ^lendid physical training, and as the 
breathing ^aces of about five minutes came 
frequently and the pace was no faster than our 
“ double,” I cannot see that it could possibly do 
any healthy man the slightest injury. 

Tte really hard part of the training was the 
marching. There was no mistake about that 
being a killing job. The l^onary has not only 
to carry his personal kit when on the march — he 
has also to load himsdf up with his tents, little 
terdes d’dbri like those used by our own troops 
when on the march in the abortive expedition for 
the rdief of General Gordon, and the cooking pots. 
When fuUy loaded every man has seventy or 
eighty pounds’ weight on his back, and he has to 
carry this for twenty, twenty-five, or even thirty 
miles a day under a burning son, with a halt of 
tea minutes in every hour. We started training 
for this by marching short distances with nothing 
to carry but our arms, and gradually increased 
weight and distance until we were doing about 
twenty miles a day under campaigning conditions. 
When we had got to this stage I cursed the day I 
enlisted, and I fancy most of the others were doing 
the same ; but the feesling of tmbearable hard^p 
got fainter with every mardi, and soon died away 
dtc^;ether. 

a 
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Bearding tlie colonel — ''The education of a man in the best 
school ” — ^In the probationary corporals* section — Promoted 
corporal and rise from a half-penny to twopence a day — 
Volunteer for Tonkin 

Sidi-be^-Abbes is a town of only about thirty 
thousand inhabitants, and Petrovski and I found 
life there very dull. We had seen all we wanted 
to see of the towm before we had been there a week, 
and after that we only went out of barracks when 
we fancied a walk through Ihe vineyards or a 
meal at a cafe, French or Arab, as the fancy 
took us. 

“ I’ve had enough of this,” said Petrov^ to 
me one day about three weeks after we had joined, 
as we were lying on our beds at “ siesta ” time — 
the summer programme had just commenced, and 
the time between ten and two was devoted to 
deeping or keeping quiet in some other way, 
reveille bdng now at half-past four. 

" I’m with you there,” I replied. “ I didn’t 
come here for this dead-and-alive sort of h'fe. 
I thought that there was always something 
moving here.” 

“ I^et’s go to Tonkin,” said Petrovdsi, just as 

if it was only a matter of buying tickets and going. 
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“ Righto,” said I chaflingly, when shall we 
start — ^to-morrow ? ” 

"We can’t go to-morrow,” he replied quite 
seriously, " but I fancy we might manage to start 
in a week or so. The sergeant-major told me 
this morning that there would be a draft going 
there within the nest few wedcs.” 

“ We stand a healthy chance,” said I. “ We’re 
not dismissed recruits’ drill yet.” 

"I’ve got an idea that we can be dismissed 
recruits’ drill to-morrow and get sdected for the 
draft as well,” he said in a bantering tone ; “ but 
you’ll have to play the leading part because you 
can talk more convincingly than I can, and know 
more about military matters. You see by the 
notice-board that the colonel is to-morrow going 
to inspect all the recruits that had joined for the 
past month. Well, my idea is that you should 
tackle the <x>lond, tdl him that you know a lot 
more about soldiering than he does, and that you 
enlisted to soldier, not to hang about ia this hole 
and be taught things that you know a lot better 
than your teadiers.” 

“It's awfully good of you to cast me for the 
^eakiug part,” I said drily. " I suppose you’ll 
be off the st^e during the prison act, too. Siity 
days is about the least I could expect for that 
little bit. How would you like sixty days of hump- 
ing your kit in the sun for five hours a day, living 
on quarter rations, and passing the time when 
you weren’t doing your heavy marching order drill 
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in a dark and stinking cell. No, thanks. I’ve no 
fancy for conversing with colonels. I’ll tackle the 
captain, if you like.” 

“ The captain is no good,” he replied ; “ the 
colonel is the man who can do the thing without 
asking anybody dse, and if you are afraid to tadde 
him, I’m not. But I shan’t be able to talk to him 
as well as you can, and I might fail where you 
would succeed.” 

“ But where do you come in ? ” I objected. 
“A soldier in any army is not allowed to adc 
privileges for anybody but himsdf, you know.” 

“ That’s all right. You a^ for yoursdf . I diall 
be next to you in the ranks, and I’ll simply say 
‘ me, too ’ to what you say.” 

“I might say something, but certainly not 
anything hke what you st^gest, if the colons 
happens to ^eak to me,” I said dubiously. 

“ Wdl, if you don’t open your mouth I ^all, 
and if I bungle myself into that sixty days, I diall 
think kindly of you when I am sweating under 
those marching order drills.” 

He was not stating any improbability when he 
said that he would very likdy make a mess of it, 
for at that stage of his military career under the 
French flag he had not mastered the proper way 
to ^eak to an officer, and it was almost any odds 
against the colonel listening to him sympathetically. 
It was almost any odds against his listening to 
me, dither, for what Petrovdd wanted me to a^ 
was something that the colonel had probably never 
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been asked on an inspection parade before, and the 
natural thing for him to do, if he were in a good 
temper, would be to refer me to my captain, with 
whom I should have a bad time for going to the 
colonel over his head. 

If the thing had to be done, and things that 
Petrovski set his mind on generally got done, 
I had much better do it than he, and so it was 
arranged between us. 

My heart failed me, though, when Colond 
Wattringue, Commander of the Eegion of Honour, 
and with a chest full of other decorations, stopped 
in front of me on parade nest day. Euddly he 
made it easy for me by speaking first, or I don’t 
think I should have carried out the arrangement. 
In Napoleon’s days, we are told, the French 
common soldiers were allowed to write out peti- 
tions, or, more probably, got some one dse to write 
than, and stick them on their bayonets, but that 
sort of thing doesn’t go in these days. 

When the oolond. came to where I was standing 
dioulder to shoulder with Petrovski my captain 
said something to him that 1 did not catdh, and 
the colond stopped. 

“ What is your name, l^onary ? ” he asked. 

" Brown, mon oolond.” 

“ The- Commandant de Recrutement at Paris 
has written to me about you. You have served 
in the Britidi army, is it not so ? ” 

“ Yes, mon colond.” 

“ Do you speak German ? ” 
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“ I was educated in Germany, mon colonel.” 

“ And what brought you here ? ” 

“I thought to see some war service, mon 
colond.” 

“That will happen, mon enfant,” he said 
smiling. 

“ Will you send me to Tonkin with the next 
draft, mon colond. ? ” I blurted out. “ I do not 
love this life in barradrs.” 

“ When you have nine months’ service you may 
volimteer,” he replied, and turned towards 
Petrovski as if to speak to him. 

“ Pardon, mon colond,” I said, and he turned 
to me again inquiringly. 

“I am already a good shot, mon colond,” I 
continued, “ and I can march like an old legionary ” 
— ^which was not strictly true. “ I have also been 
tmder fire many times. Could I not go with the 
next draft ? ” 

“ We shall see,” he replied benevolently, as he 
again turned to Petrovski. 

“My name is Petrovdd, I also wish to go to 
Tonkin, and I, too, ^eak’ German, mon colond,” 
said the Russian in a breath, without giving the 
colond time to open his mouth. 

“ I have heard of you, too,” said the colond. 
“ You also have served, I am told. What brought 
you to the L^on ? ” 

“ I came to get the education of a man in the 
best school, mon colond.” 

“ Good ! ” said the colond, looking pleased at 
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the compliment. “ Wdl, I cannot promise you 
anything, but I will keep my eye on you.” 

This was more satisfaction than we had any 
right to ekpect, but I was not sanguine of 
an3rthing coming of it, and when, at the reading of 
the “ rapport ” next morning, we were astonished 
by hearing our two names and the Austrian’s 
called out as having been posted to the pro- 
bationary corporals’ section, it seemed that our 
chances of going out with the next draft were 
quite extingui^ed. 

The change, however, satisfied us for the time 
being, and we both set about our new duties in 
earnest. We had now done with recruits’ drill — 
in fact we had to assist in instructing the recruits 
oursdves now, as well as making oursdlves ac- 
quainted with the ordinary duties of a corporal 
and stud3?ing the “ Theorie ” books. 

Our new comrades were generally reserved about 
their previous lives, but from their manners, and 
from unguarded expressions that they let drop 
now and again, it was evident that a good many of 
them had served as officers in other armies. Many 
of them were Frenchm^ who had served a term 
as non-commissioned officers in ordinary French 
regiments, and one at least had been a com- 
missioned officer in a French Hne regiment. 

When we had been about a montii at this work 
— a great part of my time being passed on the 
rifle-range assisting the mu^try instructors — 
another surprise stru<± us at the reading out of 
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" orders ” : our names, with a number of others, 
were called out as having been promoted to the 
rank of corporal, the Austrian e^ain being one of 
the lucky ones. 

I imagine that there was favour of some sort 
in this promotion, for we left many behind in the 
corporals’ school who were there before us, and it 
may be that Petrovsld’s bold idea of tackling the 
colonel was re^onsible for it. At any rate he 
daimed the credit, and I didn’t think that I was 
entitled to contradict him. 

Our pay as corporals was twopence a day, four 
times as much as we had been getting as soldiers 
of the second-class, and twice as much as the pay 
of a soldier of the first-dass. 

In the same day’s orders the expected call for 
volunteers for Indo-China was published, and an 
intimati<«i given that no man might volunteer 
unless he had nine months’ service, and had not 
aiffered imprisonment during that time. 

I hardly thought it worth while to adc for my 
name to be put down in face of this restriction ; 
but Petrov:^ insisted that we ought to bring 
outsdves to the colond’s notice again, so we 
went to the sergeant-major, who, to our great 
surprise, took our names without demur, saying 
that the captain had told him to send in our names 
if we offered them. Although our names were 
down our chances did not look particularly rosy, 
for we learned that five times as many corporals 
as were required had put thdr names down. We 
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were sent to the hospital for medical inspection, 
however, and augured from that that we were in 
Ihe running. Another thing that made our chance 
look promising was the fact that we were not put 
in charge of squads, but were soldy employed in 
assisting to knock recruits into shape. 
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CHAPTER XI 

Embarkation for Tonkin — ^Tbe Marseillaise — ^Desertions in 
tbe Suez Canal — Deserter killed at Singapore — ^Arrival at 
Haipbong — Uncertainty as to sex of waiter — Legionaries 
paint Haipbong — Moneyed men’* — ^Arrival at Pbu-lang- 
Tbuong — ^Marching through rice swamps 

At last, a fortniglit after we had given in our 
names, we were informed that we were among the 
chosen ones. 

Our heavy clothing was now taken away and 
lighter garments, with a white hdmet instead of 
the kepi, issued in its place ; and, about a week 
afterwards, the draft, four or five hundred strong, 
paraded for departure, band and colours being 
formed up with us. 

The colonel made a short speech of the “ Soldiers, 
remember the glorious traditions of the Region ” 
order, while a crowd of the inhabitants stood 
outside looking through the railings ; and then we 
swung out through the gates with the band at our 
head playing the stirring march of the Legion, 
the music being almost drowned by the rousing 
cheers of our comrades whom we were leaving 
behind. 

Few of us came back to that barracks again — 
probably more than half “ settled down ” for ever 

in the jungles, swamps, and burial grounds of 
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Indo-China, while many more became so broken 
in health that they were discharged as being unfit 
for further service without returning to the 
Legion’s headquarters. 

When we got to Oran we were met by the band 
of the 2k)uave battalion stationed there, and 
marched straight down to the troopship, which 
had come in that day from Marseilles with other 
troops on board, and was waiting for us. 

We had no sooner got on board than the ^p 
cast off its moorings and moved away from the 
wharf to the accompaniment of the “ Marseillaise,” 
played by the Zouaves’ band and sung by the 
troops on board. 

What a rattling war-song is that same “ Mar- 
seillaise” I We have nothing that comes anywhere 
near it as a patriotism-reviver, and I doubt if any 
other nation has either. Even we foreigners sang 
it with g«iuine enthusiasm, and, speaking per- 
sonally, it has made my blood tingle many a time. 
I cannot fancy an Englishman getting enthusiastic 
over the “ Wacht am Ehem,” nor a Frenchman 
or a German singing “ Rule, Britannia ” with 
fervour, but I have seen and heard men of almost 
every nation under the sun howl themselves 
hoarse over the “ Marseillaise.” 

There were about seven hundred troops on board 
besides the Legion, and most of these bdonged to 
the Marine Infantry. The Fraich Infanterie de 
la Marine, by the way, is not a corps corre^nding 
to our Royal Marine Light Infantry. The French 
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raiments bearing this title do not serve on board 
— they are stationed at the French naval 
ports and in the colonies, and are no more marines, 
in our sense of the word, than any of our line 
battalions are. 

On board the troopship we got better food than 
an English soldier at sea gets, and we were allowed 
half a litre (seven-eighths of a pint) of wine a day 
per man. For the rest, Hfe on a French trooper is 
very much like life on an English one, and it does 
not, therefore, call for any detailed description. 

When we were passing through the Suez Canal 
we had to tie up to the bank for a night, and sen- 
tries, all of the Marine Infantry, ware posted round 
the ^p’s sides to stop any l^onary 4 vho might 
take it into his head to desert. In ^ite of these 
precautions two German legionaries got clear 
away in some unexplained manner, and a third 
got half-way along one of the hawsers that held us 
to the bank. Having got so far he was taken with 
a severe attack of funk, and, not being able either 
to go forward or to come back, was constrained to 
call for hdp. He was evidently under the im- 
pression that we were in the River Nile, for when 
I, with many others, ran up to the bow in response 
to his frenzied screams he was yelling “ Crocodile ! 
Crocodile ! ” with all the power of his lungs. 

As a matter of fact nothing could be seen that 
should have alarmed him, and there seemed to be 
no valid reason why he riiould not have got to the 
bank aU j%ht. But he was paralysed with terror 
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^cept as to his voice and kept on screaming that 
he could hold on no longer. At 1^ one of the 
sailors went down the hawser hand over hand, 
carrying the end of a rope, which he fastened round 
the l^onary’s body. 

When the sailor got back on board again an 
order was ydled to the man on the hawser to let 
go. He couldn’t make up his mind to do this for 
some time, till a lot of persuasive remarks of sorts 
had been addressed to him, and when he did let go 
he went q)lash into the waters of the canal, letting 
out an ear-splitting shriek as he did so. The sailor 
who hdld the end of the rope chuckled gleefully at 
this result of his mischievous slackening of the 
rope, and his hilarity became contagious when the 
poor beggar of a l^onary was “ accidentally ” 
let fall into the water a couple more times before 
bdng finally hauled on board. This would-be 
deserter was put in the cells, where he remained 
for the rest of the voyage, expecting to be tried by 
court-martial at the other end, but he was released 
witibout further punishment when he landed. 

I know something about Egypt, and I have often 
speculated as to the adventures of the two men who 
got away. It is pretty certain that they often 
witiied themselves back on board the trooper 
before they got to their homes again — ^if they ever 
did. 

The nearest French port was Pingeh, the port 
of Saigon, in Cambodia, but we had to make a call 
at Singapore to coal. As we were standing into 
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the harbour I overheard two legionaries making it 
up to “ hop the twig ” there if they got a chance. 
My strict duty as a non-commissioned officer was, 
of course, to place them in arrest, and I afterwards 
wished that I had done so ; but, both in the 
English army and the French, it was always a 
maxim of mine that an officer or a non-commis- 
sioned officer should never make any use of what 
he sees or hears by chance, except in very serious 
cases, and I did nothing. 

We coaled from the wharf, so that any one who 
wanted to desert had only to cross one of the gang- 
ways to be on English soil and free, as no country 
gives up deserters. 

It seemed an easy enough thing to do, to get 
over that few feet of gangway, but the attempt 
cost one of the poor fellows I had overheard his 
life, and the other a severe wotmd, 

AH along the rail of the ship on the shore side 
were sentries of the Marine Infantry, and two 
sentries were on each gangway. All ttese sentries 
had their rifles loaded and their bayonets fixed, 
and their orders were to fire at any soldier who 
attempted to leave the diip, if they could not 
reach him with the bayonet ; but on no account 
were they to fire upon or to pursue a man if he 
managed to reach the shore. 

The legionaries, and the other troops as well, 
for all I know, were warned that these orders had 
been given, and were told to keep away from the 
shore side of the ^p j but in q)ite of tins caution 
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the two men I have referred to made a simultane- 
ous dash for freedom at different gangways, think- 
ing, probably, that the sentries would not ^oot to 
hit, even if they fired at all. If the sentii^ had 
been l^onaries this bdief would have been Justi- 
fied, for a l^onary would never hit an escaping 
comrade if he could help it, though he would be 
sure to carry out his orders scrupulously by firing 
at him. The marine sentries, however, had no 
particularly kind feeling towards legionaries, for 
soldiers of the ordinary French regiments appear 
to think that “ legionary ” and “ pig of a Prussian ” 
are almost convertible terms, and they obeyed their 
orders to the letter. 

The two Germans — ^it is safe to assume in nine 
cases out of ten, that a man who is trying to desert 
from the Eegion is a German — ^had sdzed a moment 
when the stream of coal-carrying coolies had 
ceased to flow from some cause or other, and the 
gangways were empty. The sentries at one gang- 
way were taken unawares, and the would-be 
deserter was past them before either of them had 
guessed his intention. He was halfway down the 
gangway, and a few steps more would have 
carried him t» safety, when one of the sentries 
brought his rifle rapidly to his Moulder, and, 
simultaneoudy, as it seemed, with the fladi and 
the report, the poor fellow who was making a 
strike for libCTty, pitched forward on his face, the 
top of his head being only a few inches from the 
free soil of the wharf, while the sentry who had 
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fired at him was holding his jaw — ^he had been in 
such a hurry to fire that he had not taken time to 
jam tile rifle-butt into his shoulder, and as the 
Gras rifle was a terrible kicker if held loosdy, he 
got a crack on the jaw that made him use language 
so picturesque that there would be danger of its 
melting the type if I set it down here — ^that is if it 
got so far as the printer, which I am by no means 
sure of. 

While this was going on the second German 
had made a rush at the second gangway, but the 
saitries there saw him coming and brought thdr 
bayonets down to the “ charge.” He either did 
not notice that they had done this or could not 
stop himself in time, for he ran dean on to the point 
of one of the weapons and received a dangerous 
wound in the abdomen. He was taken to the 
sick-bay and transferred to the miUtaiy hospital 
when we got to Saigon, but whether or no he 
eventually recovered I do not know, for I never 
heard of him again. 

The other man was quite dead when takea up, 
having been diot through the heart, and his body 
was taken out to sea and cast overboard when we 
were beyond the three-mile limit. 

Tins painful incident caused sudi bad blood 
between the l^onaries and the marines that 
for the remainder of the voyage it was deemed 
advisable to keep them apart, and we were 
confined to one part of the ship while they were 
limited to the other. 
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When we got to Saigon we disembarked. The 
Marine Infantry draft went into barracks, for their 
regiment was stationed there, whilst the legionaries 
and some details for corps not at Saigon went into 
camp outside the town. 

What we landed at Saigon for I have no idea. 
We did absolutdy nothing while there, and after 
a week’s idleness we embarked on the same ship 
again and were taken to the mouth of the Red 
River, so-called because the ferruginous soil of its 
basin colours the water a dark brown, where the 
^p threaded its way through a regular maze of 
fantastic-looking rocks, eventually coming to an 
anchor in a natural harbour. There was con- 
siderable speculation as to the meaning of our 
stopping here, for it was clearly not a part where 
troops would be disembarked, but our curioaty 
was soon satisfied by an order to get ready for 
transfer to rivar boats next morning. The next 
day two river gun-boats, with three decks, like 
the “ Eotus ” and the “ Water Eily ” of our own 
Nile Expedition, came and took us off. After 
about six hours’ steaming through the red muddy 
water we drew into a wharf and were formed 
up and marched ashore. This was the town of 
Haiphong. 

We marched up a beautiful wide street lined 
with trees — ^the Avenue Paul Bert — to the barracks 
which were situated right at the end of it in a 
road named after General de Negrier. It was 
early evening when we arrived, and after we had 

I 
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been told off to barrack-rooms, in which the sole 
furniture was a long wooden guard-bed, we were 
allowed to go out into the town. Petrovski and 
I went out together in search of a decent meal, 
and found it in a cafe not a stone’s throw from 
the barracks. Here we were waited on by a 
dean handy native, whose sex we could not agree 
upon. He, or she, had a rather pleasing face and 
wore a chignon, so Petrovski addressed it as 
“ my dear ” and proceeded to chuck it under the 
chin on the sly, which seemed to amuse it very 
much. 

Noticing furtive smiles on the faces of two 
Europeans, presumably French ofi&cials, who were 
dining at the nes± table, I expressed the opinion 
that my friend was making a fool of himself, 
and suggested that it was a waiter and not a 
waitress. Petrovski scouted the idea, so we 
dedded to ask, assuming that as our order had 
been given in French that language would be 
understood. 

“Look here,” said I politely, when the next 
course was brought, “my friend and I cannot 
agree whether you are a gentleman or a lady. 
Would you mind settling the dilute ? ” 

“ Com biet,” replied the waiter imperturbably, 
at which the Europeans at the next table burst 
out laughii^. 

This strudk both of us as being rather bad 
manners, and we looked our di^leasure, at which 
one of the laughers bowed apologetically, and said : 
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“ Pardon, gentlemen, we cxmld not iidp laugh- 
ing, because he said ‘ I don’t know ’ in answer to 
your question as to whether he is a man or a 
woman. He is a man, of course, but that is no 
reflection on you, because all new-ojmers have 
some difi&culty in distinguishing the seses here. 
Men and women dress pretty much alike, they 
both wear chignons, and they both smoke or chew 
tobacco.” 

After that Petrovski guarded against further 
mistakes by treating all Annamites as men until 
the contrary was proved. 

We had a very satisfactory diimer, winding up 
with coffee and liqueurs, and the cost was only 
about three shillings each. Thoroughly com- 
fortable we strolled quietly back to barracks, 
when we met a rude shodc. As soon as we put 
our heads inside the gate we were collared to 
take charge of piquets to go out and round tq) the 
bulk of our party, who were said to be painting the 
town a brilliant vermilion. The men had 
been making a first trial of shum-shum, a potent 
rice-^irit, and hundreds of thmn were riotously 
drunk. A fair number of them had to be carried 
to barracks and tied up when they got there to 
prevent them committing murder. It was mid- 
night before we were at liberty to lie down, 
and it seemed to me that I had only just 
dropped off to de^ when revdUe went. It was 
four o’clock in the morning, and by five we 
were on the steamers again on our way farther 
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up the river, with no idea of our ultimate 
destination. 

It was a very depressing day. We were so 
crowded on the gunboats that we had not room to 
move about freely, and the only scenery was long 
stretches of mud on either hand. That afternoon 
we arrived at a miserable hole called Hai-Duong, 
and here we remained for a wretched fortnight, 
making practice marches through the rice swamps 
that surrounded it. These rice swamps are cut 
up into sections by dams or causeways about a 
foot wide. Along these causeways we had to 
tramp in single file for miles, the soft earth becom- 
ing slurii when a few m«i had passed over it. It 
was therefore impossible for many men to foEow 
the same track, so we had to move over the country 
in paralld. lines of sections. The only thing that 
broke the monotony of these abominable pro- 
maiades was the frequent dipping and going flop, 
into the nine or ten inches of water that covered 
the rice, of some unfortunate or other, and these 
mishaps always caused more merriment than the 
incidents warranted. There was absolutely no 
excitement about these inarches, for the country 
was perfectly quiet and there was no proq)ect 
whatever of shooting or being shot at. This sort 
of thing lasted until we were all so dissatisfied that 
the least thing would have caused a mutiny, but 
we got the order to move on before anjdhing serious 
occurred. It was at Hai-Duong that some of our 
party felt like moneyed men. There is a coin 
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current in TonMn called a Sabuk. It is a little 
smaller than a fartbing, and is made of some sort 
of brittle alloy. It bas a square bole in the 
centre, so that it can be carried on a string or a 
piece of fibre. Our men discovered that seventy 
of these went to a penny, and many of them, for 
the mere pleasure of feeling that they had money 
and plenty of it in their pockets, turned aU their 
French money into Sabuks, until the place was 
denuded of the coin. 

Our next halt was at a place called Seven 
Pagodas, and here we learned that we were on 
our way to join the second battalion of the ist 
Regiment of the Region. 

The river scenery about here was a great 
improvemmit on that we had met with in the 
early part of the journey, as the shores were wdl 
covered with villages nestling among fruit trees 
and statdLy palms, with picturesque red-roofed 
pagodas showing here and there ; but as we were 
all utterly sick of the dawdling journey scenery 
had no charms for us. The journey from Hai- 
phong to Phu-lang-Thuong, the town we were 
bound for, could easily have been made in a single 
day, for the distance is only about sixty or seventy 
miles, and we were kept hanging about on the road 
for three weeks. 

We got to our destination at last, and were 
spHt up among the companies of the battaHon, 
Petrov^ and I being posted to No, i Company. 

It is unnecessary to load thfe narrative with 
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history which every one can read disewhere if 
they desire to read it at all, but it is wdl that I 
should devote a few 'lines to the atuation in 
Tonkin at this time in order that my story may be 
understood. As a consequence of the campa%n 
of 1883-5, China had renounced all rights of 
sovereignty over the cotmtry, and Ham-Nghi, 
the Emperor of Annam, had been exiled to Algeria, 
his brother Than-Thai being placed on the throne 
under French protection. 

But the country had never been properly 
subdued, and bands of Black Flags, or so-called 
pirates, had established themsdves in the almost 
impassable forests of the Yen-The district, and 
were allowed to do pretty much as they liked up 
to the time of which I am writing, the back end of 
1889. The French Government had now come 
to the conclusion that some energetic steps must 
be taken to put them down, but up to the time of 
my arrival in Tonkin there had been no organised 
expedition to the Yen-The district. 



CHAPTER xn 


Doi Van^ rebel — young woman leader — narrow escape — De 
Nam — Our captain — Expedition against Cao-Thuong — ^The 
man with tbe medals 

When I arrived at Phu-lang-Thuong the battaEon 
of the ly^on there was engaged in scouring the 
country in the vicinity, and it was in one of these 
reconnaissances under lieutenant Meyer, of my 
company, that I saw the first shot fired in anger 
of the many I was to see during my service under 
the tricolour. 

News had come in that a cdebrated reb^ leader 
named Doi Van was somewhere in the neaghbour- 
hood with a strong band, and several parties were 
sent out to look for him. It was the party I was 
with that found him. We were on our way back 
to our quarters, and were passing a pagoda, when 
the Eeut^ant spotted a body of men on some 
low ground a good way to our front. By way of 
encouraging the pirates to come on the lieutenant 
posted the bulk of us in the pagoda and went on 
with the remainder to a point where he was 
exposed to the view of the enemy. As soon as 
the pirates saw this handful of legionaries they 
thought that they had a soft job on, and started to 
round them up. Thai the lieutenant orderai us 
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to start for the pagoda at the run, as if we were 
badly scared. The pirates, thinking that they had 
seen the whole force, advanced to the attack of 
the pagoda, led by a pretty and handsomely- 
dressed young woman on a horse. She was armed 
with a dainty Winchester carbine, and used it 
too, but she ran little ri^ from our bullets, as the 
.lieutenant chivalrously ordered us not to fire in 
her direction. There were very few of us would 
have fired at her in any case. 

Although the pirates outnumbered us by about 
ten to one, they did not stop long after they 
discovered that our party was not so weak as 
they had imagined, and though we followed them 
up when they drew off, we did not attain our 
object, which was the capture of their chief. 

He was taken about a month afterwards, 
however, and executed. While he was lying in 
prison the young woman we had seen voluntarily 
surrendered herself and demanded to be executed 
with him. Her request was not granted — instead 
of being put to death, she was set free with no 
stain on her character, so to say. 

The French authorities set great store on the 
capture of Doi Van. He had been a sergeant — 
Doi is the native translation of sergeant — of 
"Young Eadies,” as the legionaries called the 
Tirailleurs Tonkinois, on account of their feminine 
appearance, and openly boasted that he had only 
joined the French service in order to study their 
military methods. 
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I had a narrow escape of bdng killed in this 
preliminary skirmish. I had bent my head while 
I was undoing a fresh packet of ammunition, so 
that my neck was not occupying the back part 
of the <x)llar of my coat, and while I was in this 
position a bullet went in at one side of the collar 
and came out of the other. Had I been holding 
my head up at that moment it is a practical cer- 
tainty that there would have been a vacancy for a 
corporal in No. i Company. 

During the following summer the rebels became 
very enterpriamg, and even came down from 
their hiding-places and burned vill^es in actual 
sight of our barracks — ^but this was always done 
at night, and they took care to make off before 
troops could be got to the spot. 

The principal man among the disaffected natives 
was one of the Emperor Ham-Nghi’s mandarins, 
named De Nam. He was to all intents and 
purposes king of the Yen-The district, for three 
villages out of every four recognised him as the 
representative of the dethroned monarch, and all 
the villages, whether th^ recognised him or not, 
were obliged to pay taxes to him, in return for 
which he protected them from the demands of the 
r^ular Government tax-gatherers. The troops 
could not get at him, for his stronghold was in the 
depths of the forest, and the French did not know 
where it was situated. No information on this 
point could be got from the natives, not even from 
those who did not hold in with him, for h^ crudl 
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treatment of those he suspected of being in league 
with the French had thoroughly terrified every 
one who was possessed of useful information. I 
mysdf came upon some terribly gruesome evidence 
of this, which will be described in its proper place. 

In the autumn of i8go, however, the French got 
some indications as to De Nam’s stronghold, and 
it was decided that it should be found and destroyed. 

The column sent out for this purpose was 
commanded by General Godin, but as it only 
numbered about seven htmdred fighting men, it 
could hardly be called a general’s command. On 
this column the Eegion was represented by my 
company, about one hundred strong, under Cap- 
tain Plessier. 

On the night before we set out I was discussing 
matters with Petrovski. We were speaking in 
EngUsh, as we generally did when we were alone, 
as we leaned against the wall of the pagoda which 
served as a barrack. I had been sa 3 dng that I 
would rather serve imder our captain than under 
any oth«r officer of the battalion, and remarked 
that if the Eegion didn’t do its fair share in the 
coming operations it wouldn’t be his fault. 

Petrovski agreed, adding that the company had 
probably been sdected because it was recognised 
that we had the best officers. 

“ Tbank you for your good opinion, my friends,” 
said a voice from round the «)mer, in almost 
perfect Ei^^, and the captain himsdf stood 
before us. “ I was not eavesdropping,” he 
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continued laughingly ; “ you were talking so 
loudly, and the night is so still that I could not 
help hearing you.” 

“ You are an exertion to the English proverb 
which sa3re that listeners hear no good of them- 
sdves, mon capitaine,” I said, as we stood at 
“ attention.” 

“ I am flattered by your compliment,” he said, 
“particularly as you English militaires are such 
terribly severe critics. Do they still believe in 
England that one Englishman is as good as 
ten Frenchmen, eh ? ” 

“No Englishman whose opinion would be of 
the slightest value ever did believe it,” I re- 
torted, a trifle huffily. 

“ No, of course not, my friend,” he said laugh- 
ingly. “ It is only my Kttle joke.” 

After some further conversation, which was 
mainly directed to Petrovski, he advised us to go 
to bed, and took his dq)arture. This was the 
first intimation that I had of his speakir^ Engli^, 
but he afterwards practised on me to a consider- 
able extent by conversing with me on indifferent 
subjects at every opportunity. 

Next morning we paraded as soon as it was 
light. The column had been divided into tibree 
sections, the first of which was composed of our 
company, and about a hundred native riflemen. 
The other two sections were made up of Marine 
Infantry, a Mountain Battery of Artillery, and 
more “ Young Eadies.” We took different routes, 
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the general idea being that the first and second 
sections shonld meet at a place called Tin-Dao 
and proceed to attack the village of Cao-Thuong, 
while the third section would take up a position 
from whence the pirates’ retreat could be cut off. 

After a fioundering march we met the second 
section, which the general accompanied, between 
six and seven in the morning. The general now 
ordered our section to take the lead and search 
the villages as we went along. After about two 
and a half hours’ march, following the direction 
that had been indicated to us, we came upon the 
fortified village of Cao-Thuong, which was sup- 
posed to be the abiding-place of one of De Nam’s 
principal bands. It was situated in a clearing of 
the dense forest, and covered a fair amoimt of 
ground, so we calculated at first s^ht that it must 
be giving shelter to at least a thousand men with 
their families. 

We approached it carefully in skirmishing order, 
expecting every moment to hear the whistle of 
bullets, but we got right up to the palisade without 
seeing or hearing anything, and in a few minutes 
afterwards we were inside. The place was 
deserted. I looked round in wonder. I had been 
especting to see interior defences in keying with 
the bamboo palisade which showed outside, and 
here were fortifications that might have been made 
by a man who had been taught at the School of 
Military Engineering. I thought that we would 
have had some difficulty in getting into that 
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village if the pirates had stood their ground ; but 
the pirates turned out to have more military know- 
ledge than even the sight of these defences would 
lead one to suppose, and they had a better card to 
play than staying in the village. 

From the top of a mound in the village the roofs 
of what appeared to be some ruined houses were 
seen at about a hundred yards’ distance, and the 
detachment of native riflemen belonging to our 
section of the column was dispatched to set them 
on jSre. 

We had now been on our feet for something like 
seven hours, and the general ordered a rest. We 
had piled arms, thrown our knapsacks off, and 
were preparing to enjoy ourselves generally when 
a ^ower of bullets came hurtling among us. 
The artillery mules stampeded, and we snatdiedup 
our arms and knapsacks in quick time, without 
any more thought of resting. Presently the 
tirailleurs who had been sent to fire the houses 
came back and reported that the bush was so thick 
that it was almost impossible to get to the place, 
but that one or two of their men had cut their 
Way through the thick tmdergrowth and found 
that the supposed ruined cluster of houses was in 
fact a strorg fort filled with men. 

Our section of the column was now ordered to 
attack it, while the artillery dropped shdls into it 
over our heads. 

“ I’ll bet you drinks and tobacco for the two 
squads that my squad gets there before yours,” 
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said Petrovski to me as we were forming up for 
the attack. 

I accepted the bet, but pointed out that, seeing 
that the tirailleurs couldn’t get there, it was 
extremely unlikely that dither of our squads 
would arrive. 

“ We’ve got to find the way the people who are 
there got in,” said Petrovski. 

This, of course, was the obvious retort; but 
finding the way used by the garrison was not so 
easy as talking about finding it, and it would be 
questionable tactics to use it if found, for it would 
be sure to be strictly guarded. 

Our captain’s idea at first was that we diould 
chop our way through the budi withi the “ coupe- 
coupes ” — a sort of machete — ^that we carried for 
the purpose, but after we had been some time at 
this we discovered that it would take a whole 
day at least to cut a practicable path- The 
bullets came whistling through the foliage all 
about us as we worked, but did us no damage, 
as they all, without exception, passed over our 
heads. 

When the hopelessness of attanpting to get to 
dose quarters wiili the fort on that side was 
recognised, the commandant of our section of 
the column ordered both th.e legionaries and the 
tirailleurs to leave that part and. try the other 
dde. We made but little headway here, also, for 
some time, but at last a narrow path was discovered 
and we advanced aloi^ it in single file. We 
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found this path so overgrown, and the thicket on 
either side of it so dense, that we made but little 
progress. 

The captain was in front, armed only with a 
coupe-coupe, and when we came in sight of the 
dearing in which the enemy had established him- 
sdf , he stopped and ordered us to dose up as much 
as possible, and rush out at the word of command. 
As soon, however, as the word was given, and we 
advanced to the attack at the run, we were re- 
cdved with such a heavy fire from tiers of loopholed 
walls that four of us went down at the moment of 
emerging into the open, and it was evident that 
before we could have got up to the walls the repeat- 
ing Winchesters with which the pirates were armed 
would have made diort work of the lot of us. 
Under the circumstances it would have been sheer 
madness to have gone on, for the greater part of 
our force was still struggling through the thicket, 
so the captain wisdy gave the order for us to 
retreat to cover again. 

I and another man of my squad were picking up 
one of my men who had been badly wounded 
when the' man who was assisting me pitched 
heavily forward, emitting a drunken sort of 
hiccough, and nearly knocked me over. He had 
been ^ot through the head, and my squad had 
now two men to carry through the thicket instead 
of one. Far back in the thicket the “retire’* 
was sounded, and we painfully bore our burdens 
back to our starting-point, where the commandant 
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of Otar division formed us up to await the further 
orders of the general. We were directed to 
stay where we were until the artillery had pumped 
some more shell into the place. The Marine 
Infantry also poured volleys into the thicket from 
an elevated position in Cao-Thuong. This firing 
seemed to be effective, for we could distinctly hear 
shrieks of pain after each discharge, and when it 
had been going on for about half-an-hour a voice 
from the thicket shouted something through a 
speaking-trumpet, whidh one of the tirailleurs 
interpreted as an intimation that we were killing 
women and children. This news was conveyed 
to the general, who ordered a temporary cessation 
of fire j but this was misunderstood by the pirates, 
for the megaphone voice was heard jeeringly 
asking if we had used up all our ammunition, and 
offering to supply us with some if we would come 
and fetch it. This was followed by a terrific fire 
from the pirates, as if they wished to show us that 
they had so much ammunition that they did not 
mind wasting it. 

It was now late afternoon. The heat all day 
had been stifling, and we had been on the gb since 
four o’clock in the morning, carrying our heavy 
knapsacks. Moreover, we had had nothing to 
eat. We of the Eegion were all seasoned men, 
and the native riflemen were hardy and un- 
burdened, but the raw youths of the Marine 
Infantry were absolutely incapable of making any 
further effort. It was hardly to be wondered at. 
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then, that the general decided that the further 
attack must be postponed until the following day. 
We accordingly took up our quarters in Cao- 
Thuong for the night. As soon as the pirates 
realised that we were not going to trouble them 
further for the present, they ceased firing. 

We of the Legion had a sumptuous meal of 
fried pork, one of us having found a small pig in 
the course of the operations, and after this I was 
detailed to superintend the grave-di^;ing party. 

When the man of my squad who had been killed 
came to be searched a letter addressed to me was 
found upon him, and, sewn up in a flannel belt 
which he wore round his waist, there were six 
Britidi war medals. These were surprisiag finds, 
for I had never heard the man ^eak English, nor 
had I ever been at all friendly with him. I had 
once heard him talking about India, and judged 
from his peculiar intonation, his appearance, and 
the dark markings at the base of his finger- 
nails, that he was a half-caste from Pondichecry, 
the French possession in India. He was a very 
quiet, reserved man, who seemed to make no 
friends, which must have been choice on his part, 
for he was rath^ popular in a general way with the 
mei of the squad. 

The letter was a long one, so, after just glancing 
at it, I put it in my pocket to read when I had more 
time. When I did come to read it I could not 
keep my eyes dry. It commenced by apologising 
for troubling me, and went on to say that it was 

K 
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written tinder the influence of a feeling that he 
would not come out of the operations alive. 
Would I, it continued, in the event of his fore- 
bodings being justified, be so kind to a fdlow- 
Englishman as to send the medals which would be 
found upon him to his younger brother in India, 
whose address he gave. These medals, he ex- 
plained, were those won by his grandfather and 
his father, both officers of the British Army, and 
he himself had enlisted in the Foreign Eegion in the 
hope of adding to the collection — ^his mixed birth 
rendering him ineligible for the European regiments 
of the British Army. His mother, he said, although 
a native of India, was actually married to his 
father, and the medals were given to him by his 
father on his death-bed. 

To me this was a most pathetic document. 
Reading betwe^ the lines I could imagine the poor 
fdlow shrinking from telling me his story when 
he was alive, and even refraining from letting 
me know that he spoke English, because he was 
afraid that I would treat him "with the tolerant 
contempt which the European generally bestows 
upon the Eurasian. There was also his toudiing 
reference to himself as a fdlow-EngHshman — 
he wanted to be on a level with the men who had 
won the Maharajpore, Gwalior, Crimean, Turkidi, 
Mutiny, and Ashantee decorations that he had 
inherited. What a terrible wrong men who make 
mixed marriages do to their children ! 

I showed this letta: to the captain, who 
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exclaimed, " Epor fdlow ! poor fellow ! ” as lie 
read it. He gave me the medals and al^ a letter 
from himself to send to the brother, an Indian 
railway employe. That letter ought to have made 
the recipient proud of the dead man, for in it the 
captain said that he had never met a better 
soldier, and I supplemented this by a pious He to 
the effect that he would probably have got the 
Cross of the Legion of Honour if he had Hved. 



CHAPTER XIII 


The pirate fortifications — Sir Collins— -The post of Nha-Nam — 
Reconnoitring a pirate stronghold — Bringing down a 
sentry — A horrible sight — message from the pirates— 
Unsnccessfnl attack on the stronghold — ** It was on this 
day in 1870 that my father was killed '' — ^Another offer from 
the pirates. 

Next morning we advanced to the attack again, 
but when we got to the stronghold it was empty 
— the pirates had decamped in the night, leaving 
not a corpse nor a single wounded person behind. 
That they must have had many both killed and 
wounded was evident from the quantity of blood 
about the place. I very much doubt if we could 
have taken the position even if we could have 
made our way to it easily, for the ruined village 
had been turned into a regular fortress — a company 
of Royal Engineers could hardly have made a 
better job of it. An opinion was prevalent among 
the French to the effect that the pirates had skilled 
European assistance, and there was some talk 
among the legionaries of a mysterious " Sir 
CoUins,” presumably an Englishman, who had 
been turned out of the country. If any English- 
man was there I do not suppose for a moment that 
he was there to hdp the pirates to build fortifica- 

tions, and “ Sir Collins,” if he bad any existence 
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outside the imagination, was probably what the 
Anglo-Indian calls a “T.G.” — ^travelling gentie- 
man. It was well known that the pirates received 
useful assistance sometimes from Chinese regulars, 
so the more probable esp)lanation of the 
fortifications is that some Chinese military officer 
who had been educated in Europe was responsible 
for the instruction of the pirates in military 
engineering. 

While the first and second divisions of our 
column were occupied at Cao-Thuong, the third 
division, which had been posted to intercept the 
fugitives, had been rather severdy handled, and 
had utterly failed to prevent the pirates’ retreat. 
This division rejoined us three days after the 
fight, and then the whole column scoured the 
country for three days, when the legionaries of the 
column with a company of native- riflemen were 
detached to form a new post on the ate of a forma 
one that had been abandoned owing to its ex±reme 
unhealthiness. This new post was named Nha- 
Nam, and our captain was placed in commahd 
of it. 

It was about half-a-dozen miles from Cao- 
Thuong, and the district was supposed to have 
been rid of the pirates by the recent opaations ; 
but so far from this being the case we soon found 
that we were in a regular nest of hornets. We had 
first of all to build a fort, for there was very little 
left of the previous post except a couple of pagodas 
that had been incorporated into it. While this 
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was going on we were attacked regularly every 
night, and very often in the daytime also. Building 
operations imder these conditions were very 
irksome, for after passing a sleepless night we were 
in no good fettle for a hard day’s work, but in three 
weeks’ time we had made our position secure 
enough to warrant our taking the offensive. It 
was supposed that De Nam’s principal stronghold 
was somewhere in the neighbourhood of Hu- 
Thuong, the position at Cao-Thuong being now 
recognised to have been a mere outpost, and on the 
9th December we left Nha-Nam in force to look 
for it. 

We reached and passed through the village of 
Hu-Thuong without anything happening. When 
we were a short distance beyond the village, the 
keen eyes of our scouts detected a masked path 
leading into the bush. We were ordered to follow 
this path. It was just like a burrow cut through 
the wood, and it was evident that we were on the 
right road to the place we were looking for, for such 
trouble would not have been taken to cut a road 
like this unless it led to a post of importance. 
It was early morning, and iiie sun was not at its 
full power, but in the path the air was dose and 
stifling and we were bathed in perspiration as we 
toiled along. 

“ Come along, mes enfants,” said the captaia 
cheerfully ; “ some of you will be late for the ball 
if you don’t hurry up.” 

“ I wish I’d never taken a ticket for the 
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adjectived entertainment,” growled a German 
beliind me. “ Thtmder and lightning ! couldn’t 
I do a few schoppens of cool lager just now.” 

“ I hope this isn’t going to be an all-day job like 
Cao-Thuong,” said another. “ I believe in regular 
meals mysdf, and if they’d only arrange the 
fighting so that it would come between morning 
and evening ‘ soup ’ I could give ’em better value 
for their money than they get by making me scrap 
on an empty stomach.” 

“ Pig ! ” said another man good-humouredly, 
“ you are always thinking of your stomach. 
Just keep your eyes open for another swine 
to-day, will you ? that one you found at Cao- 
Thuong was jolly fine.” 

With such chaff as this we stumbled on imtil 
we came to a clearing, when the captain ordered 
us to rush out, but not to fire until we were fired 
upon, as we might not have been seen, and there 
was a chance in this event of getting the whole 
lot of us into the open before hostilities commenced. 

The pirates were apparently waiting for us, 
however, for the first man had no sooner emerged 
into the clearing than the rat-tat of Winchester 
repeaters told us that the fight had commenced. 

I fancy that though we had seen nobody and 
heard nothing siace entering the path, we must 
have been observed by some pirate outpost 
sentries, who probably did not fire upon us in the 
hope that if left alone we might not discover the 
stronghold after all. 
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We could see nothing but high palisades, and 
thought at first that we had only to get through 
these to be amongst the enemy, but when we 
rushed up to the obstruction and could see through 
the iuterstices we found that we had taken on a 
bigger job than any one had dreamed of. Inside 
there were a series of trenches, one b ehin d the 
other, which were afterwards foimd to have ^arp 
bamboo stakes sticking up from their bottoms, 
and beyond them was a stretch of staked ground 
backed by another palisade, above which could be 
seen the parapets and bastions of a fortress of great 
extent. These works stood on ground much lower 
than that on which we were standing, so the tops 
could not be seen above the first palisade as we 
approached it. We were protected from a frontal 
fire to some extent by the palisade, but were 
enfiladed from loopholed palisades running almost 
at right an^es to us as We stood. These loopholed 
palisades covered trench communication between 
the principal fort and a subsidiary one situated 
to the north of it. We started hackiag and tearing 
at the palisades for all we were worth, but as it 
was apparent that even if we got through the 
handful of men of which our force consisted would 
have no chance of taking such a strong position, 
the captain ordered us back to the higher ground 
with a view to finding positions from whidh we 
could successfully return the enemy’s fixe and get 
some u^ful idea of the ektent of the stronghold 
and the character of its defence. The native 
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tirailleuTs had already opened fire upon the pirates 
who had been annoying us, and we moved round 
to assist them. As we lay concealed behind folds 
in the ground and tree-trunks, firing away at any 
mark that presented itself, the natives on our side 
kept up a jeering conversation with the enemy, 
who were well within hearing distance. As they 
^oke in the vernacular I could not understand 
what they were saying, but I imagine that many 
unkind personalities were indulged in, inasmuch as 
both native riflemen and pirates seemed to be 
worked up to demoniacal fury at times when a lull 
in the firing permitted the cross-recriminations 
to be distinctly heard and appreciated. I was 
afterwards told, though, by a native sergeant who 
could speak French, that though each side did 
make ^ghting remarks about the female rdatives 
and the ancestors of the other, and referred to the 
enjoyment they would have when they came 
to make a meal of their adversaries’ livers, the 
bulk of the conversation had reference to the 
comparative merits of service under De Nam and 
under the Fraidi, each side trying to persuade 
the other to d^ert. 

It was very dow work, according to my idea, 
and I took the opportunity offered by the captain 
being in my neighbourhood to suggest that I and 
a few men might be better employed in making an 
examination of the other side of the fort. He 
asked me if I could make a rough military sketch of 
the ground, and on my replying in the affirmative. 



154 WFE IN THE EEGION 

he told me to take another corporal and two 
men and try to make a circuit of the enclosure in 
which the fort stood, jotting down such particulars 
as would be likely to assist any future attack. 
Assuming that I had neither paper nor pencil, he 
ofiered me his fi'dd note-book, but I produced the 
necessary articles, which I was never without. 

“ You had better go that way,” he said, pointing 
to the south. “ I shall probably move round the 
other way myself directly to attack the gate.” 

" Who is to go with me, mon capitaine ? ” 
I asked. “May I take Corporal Petrovski and 
two men of my own section ? ” 

He replied to the effect that I might take any 
corporal junior to myself and any two men, and I 
went in search of the Russian, whom I had not seen 
since we left the road to enter on the path. I 
found him at the other end of the line, and he 
didn’t want at first to come with me, because he 
wanted, he said, to bag a pirate who was firing at 
some distance apart from the others, and seemed 
to be trying his utmost to bag my friend, and had 
got so near to succeeding that he had sent a bullet 
through Petrovski’s helmet. 

Having collected my two men we crept along 
under the palisades, I pacing the distance while 
the others went on in front of me keeping Iheir 
eyes and ears open. At eighty paces from our 
start the paHsades made a turn, and progress 
became difficult owing Jbo the palisade on that 
ade bdng placed ri^ht on the edge of the forest. 
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which rendered that part practically safe from 
attack, and accounted for the defenders having 
congregated on the other side. 

After we had gone about a dozen paces in this 
direction I was able, by peeping through the 
palisades, to see the ground between the first and 
second rows, as the second row was not continued 
round this side, but came up and joined the first 
row. Behind the second row there was a long 
stretch of turf, perhaps twenty feet wide, and 
thar came ground so thickly planted with pointed 
bamboo stakes that it would have been an absolute 
impossibility for any number of assailants to 
have got through them before being shot down 
from the walls of the stronghold, which I could now 
see plainly in all their length. At the far end 
from where I stood, that is at the spot where our 
men were engaged, was a half-moon work, 
evidently covering the entrance, and at the comer 
nearest to me, and about a dozen yards from 
where I stood, was a bastion upon which there 
was a group of men dad in a dark green uniform. 
This was, no doubt, a piquet posted to watch that 
side ; but they were all looking in the direction 
of the firing, and were not even keeping under 
cover, so it was very evident that they had no 
suspidon of our presence. They were a fine mark 
for a volley, but no good purpose would have been 
served by shooting them, and the firing would, 
moreover, have attracted attention to us and put 
an end to our exploring mission. 
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I motioned to the others to proceed with cantion, 
and we made our way as noiselesdy as the diffi- 
culties of the path would permit for another fifty 
paces, when we foimd on peeping through the 
palisades again that we were opposite to another 
bastion, also garrisoned by men who were looking 
the other way. This was the other comer of the 
fort, and the palisade here took another turn. 
We had rounded this, and I was taking a look 
through the palisade and noting the points for my 
report, when there were sounds behind us as if 
some one was forcing a way through the under- 
growth. We had no time to hide, so just dropped 
on our knees with our rifles at the “ ready,” and 
waited for the appearance of the foe, who was in 
force, if one was to judge by the amount of noise 
he made. Over on the other side the firing was 
hotter than ever, but now it was broken by cheers 
as if some of our men were trying to take a position 
by assault while covered by the rifle fire of the 
remainder. 

“Now then,” I whispered as the noise of 
snapping twigs came nearer. “ You take the first 
one, Petrovski, and so on till the fourth comes to 
me. Thai we’ll let ’em have a voEey if Ihere’s 
any of ’em left.” 

All at once the noise ceased as if the advancing 
enemy had become aware of our presence, and 
then it recommenced, but now receding as if they 
ware beating a rapid retreat. As the noise got 
fainter and fainter I peeped to see if it had aroused 
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the attention of the men on the bastion, but they 
were still looking in the direction of the firing. 

Then I laughed quietly at a thought that came 
into my head. 

“ What’s th.e joke ? ” asked Petrovski. 

“ I was laughing at the idea of four legionaries 
being scared by a herd of wild pigs,” I said, 

“ I think you’re right, corporal,” said one of the 
others, grinning. “ I fancy I heard ’em grunting.” 

But Petrovski wouldn’t have the wild pig idea 
at any price, and for an3rthing I know to the 
contrary he may have been right ; but wild pigs 
seemed to be the Hkeliest esplanation. 

We now went for ninety paces in the new 
direction, when we came to another bastion on 
which we could see no men at all, and a few st^s 
further on our progress was barred by a stream, 
staked on the bottom and with an impaietrable 
thicket on the other side of it. I had now ascer- 
tained that the fort was about seventy-five yards 
long by about forty-five yar^ wide, that the walls 
were about ten feet h%h, and Hiat there were 
bastions at three comers and a half-moon work 
at the other. It was pretty nearly impregnable 
on three sides, and on the fourth it was so well 
protected that it was extremd.y improbable that 
any force without artillery could force an entrance. 
I now gave the word to return. We had no sooner 
turned to retrace our steps than I heard a 
rustlmg among the tree-tops and casting my eyes 
in the direction of the sound I saw a man ensconced 
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on a small platform at the summit of a tall palm. 
He was trying to attract the attention of some one 
inside the fort, and I had no doubt that he wished 
to make our presence known. It was the usual 
practice of sentries posted in trees like this one to 
diout out their news through a sort of m^aphone, 
but this one apparently thought that he was in a 
suf&dently dangerous position as it was, and did 
not want to make it a certainty that he would be 
discovered by us. If he had had any sense he 
would have laid low on his perch until we had 
passed along, for the news of our being there would 
have been just as useful to the people inside when 
we were a bit further away as it would have been 
then. I am no believer in purposeless killing in 
war, but it was out of the question to leave him 
there to signal our exact whereabouts and our 
doings, so I brought my rifle to my shoulder, and 
he came tumbling down with a crash until he 
reached the tops of the lower trees, where he 
stopped. The people in the fort now commenced 
to fire at random and kept it up as if they bdieved 
there was an extensive force attacking that side, 
but tibough bullets were whistling around our 
heads all the way back not one of us was hit. 

When we rejoined the company and I had made 
my report the captain ordered the “ cease fire ” 
to be sounded, and then directed the troops to 
withdraw along the path we had used in approach- 
ing. We were not allowed to depart in peace, 
however, for all the way back to the road we were 
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exposed to a heavy fire from the enemy’s scouts, 
who seemed to be moving along a path paxaHel 
to ours, though we could not see them, and could 
only r^ly to their shots by firing at random into 
the bush. 

My company lost two killed and four wounded 
in this skirmish, which was a very small sacrifice 
of Hfe to make for the valuable military informa- 
tion we had gained. We had located beyond 
doubt the principal stronghold of the pirates, and 
got such information about its construction and 
size as would be of tih,e greatest value when it came 
to be attacked by a proper force. 

Our discovery, however, brought disaster upon 
sundry innocent people. We had hit upon the 
place almost by chance ; but the pirates did not 
believe this. Two days after our reconnaissance 
a Major Tane led a column composed of Marine 
Infantry and native troops against the stronghold, 
but he either did not pay any attention to the 
information we had collected or did not have it, 
for he had to retreat with very heavy loss. At the 
captain’s request I had written out a report of 
what I had seen, and whai I took it to him he made 
the remark, which was certainly justified by what 
we had seen, that the taking of the fort was more 
of a job for the artillery than for infantry — so it 
K hardly likely that he was consulted before the 
disastrous expedition was sent out two days later. 
We did not have any hand in that expedition, 
so I can say nothing about its details — ^I only 
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mention the expedition at all to introduce what 
follows. 

On the night of the day following this abortive 
expedition I was corporal of the piquet at the post 
of Nha-Nam, and observed a red flare in the sky 
as if there was a big fire in progress not far away. 
This was reported to the captain, who took no 
action on it that night. The next day, however, 
he led us in that direction to make our usual daily 
reconnaissance, and I saw the most horrible sight 
that had ever offended my eyes. 

We were making for a village called Eang-Han, 
and when we were still some considerable distance 
from it we came across two rows of human heads, 
one row on either side of the road, stuck up as if 
they had been placed there as a sort of mocking 
guard of honour. On the faces of aU there were 
looks of agony that caused those heads to haunt 
me for many a long day. Further along, on tiie 
dopes of a little hill, some little distance from the 
village, the grotmd was strewn with dismembered, 
disembowdled, and unmentionably mutilated 
trunks of men and women, and arms and legs 
which looked as if they had been literally tom 
from the bodies to which they had bdonged. 
This human debris bore marks of fiendish torture 
inflicted during life, tortures which cannot even 
be indicated in print, and the general effect was 
so indescribably nauseating that several of us 
strong men were made physically sick by it. 

Going on to the village we found other corpses. 
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some of them half-burnt ; but these were whole, 
as if the killing had been done in fight. 

We learned afterwards that the pirates had 
jumped to the conclusion that we had been told 
the whereabouts of their stronghold by a Spanish 
missionary priest, and they had gone to a village 
a couple of miles or so from our post, where the 
priest lived, to seize him. He got wind of their 
coming, however, and fled to Eang-Han ; but the 
pirates followed him there, killed him and such of 
the inhabitants as resisted, set the village on fire, 
and, taking some couple of dozen men and women 
villagers prisoners, had driven them to the little 
hill to torture the life out of them. De Nam’s 
second in command had a horrible reputation for 
fiendish cruelty, and it was he who was said to 
have been responsible for this atrocity. 

A day or two after seeing this gruesome sight, 
I was corporal of the guard, and on going my 
rounds just as day was breaking, one of the saitries 
drew my attention to a flag-hke object stuck in the 
ground at a little distance from the post. I, in 
my turn, reported this, and was told to take a 
couple of men and inject the object at dose 
quarters. 

I found it to be a piece of bloodstained cotton 
doth, which seemed to have once formed part 
of the uniform of a tirailleuT, and to the bamboo 
pole supporting it was attached a letter written 
in the native character. I couldn’t read this, but 
one of our lieutenants translated it, and found it 

L 
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to be a prodamation, in the name of the Emperor 
Ham-Nghi, issued by a pirate leader named De 
Tham, who had united his forces with those of 
De Nam. 

This document was rather long, and its object 
was to point out to the French officers that they 
were not playing the game in trying to drive De 
Nam, De Tham and Company away from their 
forest strongholds, and begging us to depart and 
leave them to carry on their ordinary avocations 
in peace. 

As these avocations included the stealing of 
women and children to sdl them to the Chinese, 
and the wholesale smuggling of opium, to say 
nothing of their short and summary methods 
with villages that would not pay taxes to them, 
the letter or proclamation seems to have been a 
somewhat naive production. 

At any rate the effect it had was not what the 
pirate chief might be supposed to have expected. 
So far from the Fraichmen going and leaving the 
poor pirates in peace, detachments of troops 
began to arrive from many garrisons with a view 
to worrying them more than ever. 

This new expedition started out from Nha-Nam 
on December 22nd, between ^ht and nine in 
the mor n i n g. It consisted of about 450 Europeans, 
for the most part bdonging to the Marine Infantry, 
and 300 natives. There was only half of our 
company employed, and we were detailed to 
guard the artillery, so it looked as if we were not 
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destined to see any dose fighting on this occasion. 
We got into the path that led to the stronghold 
without meeting with any opposition whatever, 
and were at once ordered to set about cutting 
down the bush to make a road. This looked to 
be a pretty stiff job, for the vegetation was so 
thick on the ground that it would have been quite 
impossible for a man to force his way through it. 
The trees, too, grew so dosdy together that it was 
very dim and twilighty in the path, and in the 
half-darkness our coupe-coupes looked miserably 
inefficient tools for the work in hand. 

We set about chopping and hacking, however, 
with such hearty good-will that by twelve o’ dock 
we had got about a hundred and fifty yards of good 
wide path available, and had made a platform for 
the five mountain guns we had brought with us. 
It was very hard work, and at mid-day we were all 
utterly exhausted, so the colond in command gave 
the order for us to cease work and rest for half-an- 
hour. The miemy, very consideratdy, did not 
interfere with us during this much-needed interval, 
but we had no sooner re-started our clearing 
operations than a heavy fire was opened on us 
from both our left and our right front. Several men 
were hit at the first discharge, and for a moment 
it looked as if we were going to stampede like a lot 
of frightened sheep. The artillery, however, opened 
fire and saved the situation, though the firing could 
hardly have done much damage, as the Were 
in most cases stopped by the dense bu^ 
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A half-company of tirailleurs was ordered to 
try to take the detached redoubt belonging to the 
pirates, but when it emerged into the open space 
in front of the fortifications it was received with 
such a deadly fire that it retreated in quick time. 

Then a few legionaries, some Marine Infantry, 
and another half company of Tonkinois, were sent 
to reinforce the attacking party, and another 
attempt was ordered. 

It was now two o’clock, and high time that we 
should be making some headway if we were to 
achieve any success on that day. The word to 
advance was no sooner given, then, than we 
rushed at the job as if we wanted to get it over. 
We dashed through the stream which stood 
between us and the redoubt, regardless of the fact 
that its bottom was thickly set with poiuted 
stakes, but when we had got that far we had to 
cross a flat piece of ground that was swept by the 
enemy’s fire, and then get through the palisades 
before we could come to close quarters at all. We 
got within about a couple of dozen yards of the 
defences, but the enemy’s fire was so hot and so 
well sustained that we went down like ninepins 
and had to retire in a hurry and take shelter 
from the bullets by getting into the stream. 

Further reinforcements were sent to us, and we 
got the order to try again. 

Back again we ru^ed, bayonets at the “ charge ” 
and a man toppling over at every step. This time 
we actually got near enough to make thrusts at 
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the pirates through the loopholes they were firing 
from. Nes± to me in this final rush was the 
lieutenant commanding the half-company of 
Tonkinois which originally formed the storming 
party, and as our powder-blacked faces were dose 
together as we ran he shouted cheerfully that we 
looked like winning the race and being first in. 

When we had got up, and he was emptying his 
revolver into the loopholes whilst I was making 
Itmges into them with the bayonet, a bullet coming 
from my right passed so dose to me that it actually 
tore a hole through the bottom of my jumper. I 
thought for the moment that I was hit, and then 
I saw the lieutenant drop to the ground — ^it after- 
wards transpired that he was shot through both 
thighs, and it was probably the bullet that gave 
me such a narrow squeak that found him. The 
fire from the Winchester repeaters of the rebds 
was terrific, and it was quite evident that we would 
never get near enough in such numbers as would 
make a successful assault probable, so instead of 
leaving the lieutenant where he fdl, as would have 
been necessary if there had been any chance of 
getting in, I went to his assistance. A sub-lieu- 
tenant of Marine Infantry did the same, and we 
both bent over him at the same moment. 

“ Neva: mind me, my friends, my account is 
made up,” said the lieutenant as we started to 
examine him rot^hly to see the extent of the 
damage. “ I e3q)ected this. It was on this day 
in 1870 that my father was killed at Bourget.” 
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I got a stretcher party, and as we were lifting 
the wounded of&cer on to the stretcher a strange 
thing happened : a bugle in the pirates’ redoubt 
sounded the “ Cease Fire,” and a pirate got up on 
the top of their wall and shouted through a 
megaphone that they would not open jfire again 
until we had removed all our dead and wounded. 
It was, in fact, only when we made another 
movement to assault half-an-hour afterwards 
that the pirates opened fire on us and drove us back 
with heavier loss than ever. 

While we were thus employed several different 
parties were assaulting the main fortress in different 
places, but not one of them got in. Petrovski 
was with one of these parties, and succeeded in 
getting right up to the walls, through the two 
palisades and across the ground sown with sharp 
stakes and man-traps, but here he fell on to a 
sharp bamboo stake which passed through his 
body, and it was with the greatest difficulty that 
he got back again. 

The pirates now began to take the offensive, 
for other bands had come up and were making a 
diversion in our rear, and as we seemed to be on the 
edge of a disaster the colonel gave the order for us 
to retire. Including the officer mentioned above, 
we lost 9 killed and 24 seriously wounded in this 
skirmish. 

This was the third attempt we had made on this 
stronghold, and the pirates had every reason to 
be satisfied with the result in each case. It must 
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be remembered that these men were really better 
armed than we were, for the bulk of them, thanks 
to the enterprise of English and American gun- 
runners, were in possession of Spencer repeaters, 
while the majority of us were only armed with the 
old Gras rifle, the I^ebd. rifle having at that date 
only been issued to the Marine Infantry. Further, 
they were fighting behind fortifications that 
would have been a credit to any military engineer, 
and as far as courage was concerned they could 
fairly claim to be second to none in the world. 
All the same, we felt bitterly humiliated by these 
successive failures, and hoped that the next 
attempt would be made tmder better considered 
conditions. Our repulses were due to the fact 
that the French officers persistently refused to 
recognise the military ability of these pirate 
commanders, and consistently imder-estimated the 
fighting power of their men. 

These operations were a great assistance to us 
of the Nha-Nam garrison, for all the new-comere 
had to take a hand in the brickmaking, the 
bamboo-cutting and carrying, the nawying, and 
the general work incident to the construction of 
the post. This gave us a spdl of rdief for which 
we were very thankful. 

Four nights after the attack the pirates again 
came to within five hundred yards of the gate of 
Ihe Nha-Nam post and left another long letter on 
a flagged pole as before. It leaked out that this 
letter was, like the other, a long-winded argument 
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about the injustice of the French proceedings, 
and offering not to molest them in other parts 
of Tonkin and Annam if they would leave the 
pirates in peaceable possession of the Yen- The 
district. 





CHAPTER XIV 


To PHu-lang-Tlittotig with sick and wounded — ^Tirailleurs, 
Tonkinois and their wives — '' Ora pro nobis — A deserted 
village — Poor Petrovski 

It was decided to send the wounded down to the 
ho^ital at Phu-lang-Thuong, a distance of about 
twenty-four miles south, and my squad, together 
with a section of native tirailleurs, was detailed 
to act as escort. I was very glad that this duty 
had fallen on me, because my friend Petrovski 
was one of the wounded going down, and I was 
rather concerned about his state, for hfe wound 
was a very ugly one, the bamboo stake having 
penetrated the abdomen. My selection appeared 
to be an act of kindness on the part of our captain, 
who never missed a chance of doing kind little 
actions of that sort. 

When our little column was lined up for the 
start it seemed to me that it presented a very 
vulnerable appearance. First came the “ point ” 
— one man of tihe Tirailleurs — ^then, after the 
“ point,” at a dfetance of about fifty yards, the 
“ cover point ” of four men and a corporal. After 
these at a similar interval came the long line of 
sick and wounded in bamboo stretchers carried 

by coolies and escorted by the remainder of the 
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tirailleurs. Behind the side toddled the wives 
of the tirailleurs, carrying a pole over the shoulder, 
from the front of which depended the family 
cooking-pot, which balanced the larder and the 
husband’s kit at the rear. 

My squad of legionaries came last of aU, we 
having been detailed to act as rearguard because 
it was thought that if the column happened to be 
attacked at all the attack would be sure to come 
from the rear. 

A Tirailleur Tonkinois looks a very comical 
figure until one gets used to him. He wears a 
chignon, on the top of which is perched a lacquered 
hat very much like a dinner plate in shape. This 
is fastened on by red ribbons which pass round 
the top of the hat and tmder the chignon, the efEect 
at first sight being very ludicrous indeed. It is 
beneath the dignity of these warriors to carry 
anything beyond their arms and ammunition, so 
our column presented the strange spectade of 
natives of the country loafing along at thdr ease 
while we Europeans were loaded up like pedlars’ 
asses. 

As regards their fighting capabilities these native 
riflemen are a very mixed lot. Those of them 
who belong to the lull tribes reminded me very 
forcibly of the Ghurkas of our Indian Army, and 
are excdlent soldiers in every way, but the natives 
of the low-lying delta are mere dummies, of no 
more military value than a Bengali baboo. 

They axe all very companionable though, and 
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some of them know enough French to carry on a 
conversation. One of them with this escort spoke 
fluent Spanish, which was someth^i^g of ^ mystery 
until it came out that he had lived for many years 
with a Spani^ missionary priest. Another one 
of those with us on this journey appeared to have 
had some dealings with the priesthood, too, and 
seemed to fancy himsdf more than a bit as a 
linguist ; but the only justification for this was 
his ability to say " Ora pro nobis." This phrase 
did duty for everything. If any one said “ Good 
morning, Johnny," to him in French, the answer, 
with a grin, was “ Ora pro nobis ” ; if he was 
asked diaffingly how he got on with his wife the 
same reply came, accompanied by the same grin ; 
and to the numerous fancy questions that were fixed 
at him to provoke our risible faculties he never 
failed to give us our laugh by dealing out the same 
three words with the air of being ^rtrerndy well 
satisfied with his erudition. 

The rear-guard were supposed to march some 
eighty or a hundred yards behind the women, 
but the ladies evidently preferred our company 
to their own, and no matter how much we hunted 
them on they would always drop back again until 
they were just in front of us. We couldn’t tmder- 
stand what th^ said, and our remarks were Gredc 
to them ; but when we addressed any remark to 
them they would smile and show thdr beautiful 
black teeth, throwing back some repartee that 
caused intense amusement to the other women. 
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and would probably have amused us also if only 
we could have understood it. 

They rushed back on us in a panic once. It was 
in the first hour of the march and we were passing 
through a bdt of forest at the time. When we 
looked to see the cause of their alarm we saw that 
a magnificent tiger was leisurely crossing the road 
in front of them and apparently taking no notice 
of them at all. Tigers were fairly plentiful about 
those parts — some little time before this a sergeant- 
major of the Marine Infantry was eaten by one 
as he was passing from one post to another. 

That night we put up at a native village. There 
was no sign of life as we approached it, and the 
lieutenant of tirailleurs who was in command of 
the convoy halted us and ordered me to take my 
squad and reconnoitre. When we got dose up 
we found the heavy ironwood gates fast dosed, 
and there was no response when I hammered on 
•them -with the butt of my rifle. The village was 
surrounded by an earths rampart about sis or 
seven feet high, the top of this being -thickly set 
with bamboo and prickly pear so as to form a 
he<^e that could only be got through by chopping 
it do-wn, while at the foot of the rampart there 
was a stagnant ditch edged wi'th bamboo palisades. 
I went bade to the officer and reported. Then he 
gave me the order to force a way in and open the 
gates from the inside. It didn’t take us long to 
chop a passage through the palisade and the hedge 
with our coupe-coupes and lift out of their sockets 
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the heavy wooden beams which fastened the gate. 
We didn’t see any living thing, nor did I come 
across any sign of life either, when, in obedience 
to a further order, I searched the village through 
from end to end. Everything was in good order, 
but there were no inhabitants. Whether they 
had fled from their homes through fear of us, or to 
avoid the attentions of De Nam, De Tham & Co., 
I don’t know ; but I think it likely that they had 
been scared by the horrible treatmeut meted out 
by the pirates to that other village after our 
discovery of the stronghold of Hou-Thue. 

Inside the defences the houses were aU huddled 
together in such a way that there was hardly room 
for two men to walk abreast between them, and 
the interiors of the dwdlings were largely made up 
of narrow crooked passages. No doubt the village 
was built in this way to make the defence of the 
houses easy if an enemy should happen to force 
a way into the vfllage, and the means were ad- 
mirably adapted to the end. 

When the ack had been made comfortable in 
the houses I went to see how Petrovski was 
getting on. I found him in a high fever and in 
great pain, but quite cheerful and inclined to joke. 
I didn’t fedt at all cheerful, for I was very fond of 
Petrovdki, and I didn’t think that we would get 
him as far as the hospital, for it was plain to me 
that peritonitis had set in, and that he hadn’t a 
hundred to one chance of life, I asked permission 
to sit up with him, but the lieutenant said that he 
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wanted me to command the night piquet. He 
gave me permission, however, to look in on the 
sick man as often as my duty would permit, and 
this enabled me to perform many little services 
for my poor friend. 

We had not covered more than seven or eight 
nnles on the first day’s march, but we made 
somewhat better time on the second day, as the 
road was now a wide embankment running 
through the rice fields. It was not soft like most 
of these embankments, but was a properly made 
road which looked as if it had been existence for 
centuries. The second night was passed in a 
pagoda which the French call by the name of a 
gallant legionary who gave up his life here to save 
his comrades when the Chinese were fighting the 
French for the possession of Tonkin. I sat with 
Petrovski for the greater part of this night, but he 
was delirious most of the time and gabbled in some 
language not known to me. In the morning 
before the start I found him quite consdious, 
but very feverish and weak, and in answer to 
my enquiry he said that he felt almost free 
from pain and was in two minds as to whether 
he would not get up and walk the rest of the 
distance. Although he said this jokingly he 
must have known that he was in a very serious 
state, for as I silently pressed his hand he asked 
me, in quite a matter-of-fact kind of way, 
to see that some letters, which he had endosed 
in a packet addressed to me, were forwarded to 



LIFE IN THE LEGION 175 

the addresses on them if anything happened to 
him. 

I was not able to get near him during the march, 
for my position in the column was far removed 
from his, and all through that day it seemed to 
me that the monotonous cry of the bearers, which 
translated would be, “ Oh, mother ! oh, mother I ” 
was Petrovski’s dirge. 

He was still alive, however, when we got to the 
hospital at Phu-lang-Thuong, but he was un- 
conscious when I managed to get a look at him 
after he had been put to bed. I worried the doctor 
on duty to tell me of his chances, but the officer 
only shook his head and shrugged his shoulders 
by way of telling me gently that in his opinion 
there was no hope. Next morning at daybreak 
I was on my way back to rejoin my company, 
never expecting to see the big-hearted Russian 
again. 

We did the return journey in one day, and were 
back at Nha-Nam in time for evening “soup,” 
which is only a figure of q)eech in Tonkin, for the 
messing there was very varied. 



CHAPTER XV 


A Tonkin forest — Preparing for another go at the stronghold 
— A weird experience — Stronghold captured at last — De 
Tham still going strong — ^Twenty-seven years* war and not 
done yet— Struck down by blackwater ** — Invalided to 
Algeria 

Next morning I was sent out to take my skare in 
the hard work of preparing for the general assault 
on the pirate stronghold. 

These preparations consisted in clearing away 
the forest so that the guns could play freely on the 
enemy’s fort. And what a forest it was ! Try 
to fancy geraniums, fuchsias, and such like 
flowers, thirty feet high and with trunks twice the 
thickness of a man’s body. Imagine, multiplied 
a hundred thousand times, the scent of an old- 
fashioned flower garden thickly planted with 
stocks, wallflowers, pinks, mignonette, carnations, 
and any other sweet-smelling flowers that come 
into your mind. Picture gigantic flower-ferees 
whose blossoms start the day a pure white and 
then change from this successivdy to the palest 
of pale pinks, and every other shade in the grada- 
tions of red until at sunset the flowers are a deep 
rich crimson. Palms, bananas, magnolias, frangi- 
pannis, haddocks, and every other tropical tree 

that you can call to mind, with a great mauy 
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others that you never heard of, were to be found 
there, covered with ivy and climbing plants of all 
descriptions until the whole was one glorious tangle 
of scent and colour. 

And the inhabitants of these virgin forests ! 
Gorgeous peacocks, pleasing silver-pheasants, 
flocks of screaming parrots and parakeets, deer, 
wild pig, bears, panthers, tigers — were all to be 
found there in plenty, practic^y unmolested. 

Working parties chopped away at the under- 
growth under the protection of squads of their 
comrades fully armed and on the alert. As soon 
as a space was cleared a temporary fort was made 
to hold it, and the men garrisoning these forts 
got what sleep they could as they sat down with 
their arms in their hands. Look-out platforms 
were fixed in the tops of tail palm-trees, which 
were ascended by means of primitive ladders 
formed by joi ni ng thick bamboos on to one another 
and passing short lengths of bamboo through holes 
so that there was a foothold on each side of the 
pole as it was fastened upright against the tree- 
trunk. OflScers or non-commissioned ofiScmrs, 
generally the latter, kept watch on these platforms 
day and night for any thread of smoke appearing 
above the trees, any sudden fl%ht of birds, or 
any other sight or sound that might give an 
indication of the whereabouts of the enemy. 

I had a most wdxd experience in one of these 
observation points one lught. The heavy scent 
of the flowering trees as it came up to me seemed 

M 
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to narcotise me, and the gentle swaying of the 
tree-top emphasised its effects. I fell asleep. 
I was awakened by a blow in the face, and, starting 
up without realising where I was, I withdrew my 
arm from the branch I was holding on to, and only 
just managed to grab the edge of the platform 
as I was rolling off it. I was horribly frightened, 
and it was some little time before I could pull 
myself together sufficiently to regain my former 
position. When I had recovered myself I looked 
round to see where the blow in the face had come 
from, and found that I was absolutdy alone at the 
top of the tree. What it was that struck me I 
do not know to this day. The obvious explanation 
is that a bat or a bird flew against my face, but 
I doubt if that is explanation sufficient to account 
for the black eye I found mysdf possessed of next 
morning, which could hardly have been caused 
by a bat or a bird. I think it more likely that 
I was struck by a spent bullet, and this view is 
somewhat supported by what followed — ^though 
I must admit that if it is the correct explanation the 
incidait borders on the marvellous. 

In order to get rid of the heavy feeling that still 
dung to me, and get the sickly flower-scent out of 
my nostrils, I lit a cheroot and smoked away while 
trying to put a meaning to the various noises that 
floated up to me from bdow. Presently I heard 
the far-off report of a rifle and strained my eyes 
in the direction I judged it to come from, with a 
view to seeing the flash if it diould happen to be 
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r^ated. I saw no flash, hut the report came 
again and again. If I could see nothing I could 
report nothing, I thought, and I was making up 
my mind that the firing was too far away to concern 
me further when there was a whizz and part of a 
leaf fdl into my lap — ^the sportsman, whoever he 
was, was evidently sniping at me, and I began to 
wi^ that I was somewhere dse. I quickly threw 
away my dgar and unslung my rifle to return the 
compliment as soon as I could locate him, but 
though he kept peppering away for another 
half-hour never a flash could I see nor any indica- 
tion that would enable me to return his fire. 
CKie piquet down bdow seemed now to have 
become aware of the sniping, for I saw a party go 
out on the stalk. I heard nex± morning that they 
had located the shooter, but he didn’t stop long 
aiough to give them a look in. There was no more 
firing that night, but I was very glad, all the same, 
whai the time came for me to be relieved. 

At last, on the 9th of January, Colond, Frey, 
who was in command, gave the word “ Go ! ” and 
we made a general assault on the stronghold, but 
didn’t succeed in getting in. Nex± morning the 
artillery peppered the fort until the buildings in 
the interior were set on fire, and on the morning 
of the iith we assaulted again. This time we 
did get in, but there was no enemy there to 
receive us; he had decamped into the dense 
for^ at the back during the night, and had carried 
all his killed and wounded with him. It was 
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impossible for our commander to have prevented 
this manoeuvre, as we couldn’t get round to the 
other side of the fort in sufficient numbers. Inside 
the fort was a regular village which had been 
knocked all to smithereens by our artillery fire, 
and, taking it all round, I think that the honours 
of this brief campaign rested with the pirates, 
for they had stuck to their post as long as any 
troops in the world could have stuck to it, and had 
then faded away almost before our eyes without 
leaving us an 3 rthing to boast of. We scoured the 
country in all directions during the next few days, 
but could find no traces of them, so the authorities 
came to the conclusion that they had dispersed 
and made up their minds to settle down as 
law-abiding agriculturists ; but the authorities 
were mistaken. I don’t know what happened 
to De Nam, but De Tham is still flourishing 
and is still carrying on the same game. The 
French have been fighting in Tonkin for the 
past twenty-seven years, and it looks as if they 
will have to go on fighting there for a good few 
years longer. 

I mysdf saw no further fighting there, for a 
day or two after the evacuation of the fort I was 
struck down by the terrible blackwater fever, 
and that I am alive to-day is something approach- 
ing a miracle. I had Mt out of sorts for some 
days, so much so that I have no dear recollection 
of the detail of the final attack on the pirates’ 
stronghold, and I had eaten practically nothing 
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since my return from Phu-lang-Thuong ; but I 
did not attach any importance to my state, 
thinking that it was a simple attack of malaria, 
and that I should be doing the best thing possible 
by keeping on my feet and trying to shake it ofE. 
But I went to bed one night and lost all con- 
sciousness until I awoke in the ho^ital at Phu- 
lang-Thuong. This hospital was only a sort of 
fidd hospital, and hardly the place for such a 
serious case as mine was ; but there was no choice, 
as to move me would have destroyed the small 
chance of life that I was held to possess. Very 
few Europeans recover from the virulent fever 
which had attacked me, but I was so fortunate 
as to be an exception, and in a month’s time I was 
sufficiently recovered to be moved to the big 
general hospital at Quang-Yen, which is near the 
sea, and in a very healthy situation in other 
respects. Here I was wdl looked after by the 
Sisters of Mercy, had a comfortable bed to 
lie in, and got aH sorts of dainties to tempt 
my appetite. I had been there about a month 
and was quite convalescent when I unexi)ectedly 
received a diock by coming full tilt against 
Petrovski as I was walking in the grounds. I 
had enquired about him at Phu-lang-Thuong 
and had been told that he was dead; but 
here he was looking almost as well as ever, 
and, like myself, he had been made a sergeant. 
About a we^ after this we, with a good many 
others, were called befcne a medical board to 
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be examined as to our fitness to return to duty ; 
but the doctors evidently did not like the 
look of us, for they sentenced us both to be 
“repatriated,” which in our case meant sending 
us back to Algeria. 
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CHAPTER XVI 

Volunteers for Dahomey — Corporal Minnaert — An extemporised 
tricolour — Thank you, Mr. Atkins, when the trooper's on 
the tide " — A colonial governor who was hanged for murder 
— Arab by choice — A comical king 

When we airived at Oran on our return we were 
as weE as we ever ex5)ected to be, and assumed 
that we would be seat direct to the depot to 
resume duty, but to our great surprise we were 
sent instead to the convalescent depot at Arseu, 
a little seaport town between Oran and Mostaga- 
nam. The convalescent depot was built on a 
range of high hills at the back of the town, in an 
ideal situation for the recovery of health, and as 
there was little or no restriction on our going and 
coming we put in three months here very pleas- 
antly, loafing round the surrounding country and 
having a dip in the sea morning and evening. 

Then we were sent back to Sidi-bd^- Abbes, and, 
for the first time since our enlistment, were posted 
to different companies. I was detailed for duty 
in a camp that had been formed outside the town 
for the reception of recruits, and Petrovdd re- 
mained in barracks, so we did not see as much of 
one anotha: as was the case when we were last at 

the dqpot. Although I was under canvas I did 
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not mind it, for it was not tent life under cam- 
paigning conditions, as we liad beds and w^e 
pretty comfortable generally ; but the monotony 
of the life soon began to oppress me again, and I 
was thinking of putting it to Petrovski that we 
would do well to volunteer again for Tonkin when 
the chance came round, when something even 
more stirring than service in the East offered 
itsdf. 

My chmn and myself were having dinner 
together in a cafe one night towards the end of 
July, when I picked up the “ Echo d’Oran,” and 
read that a battalion of the Foreign Eegion was 
to be formed for service in Dahomey under 
Colonel Dodds, of the Marine Infantry. 

We made short work of the remainder of the 
dinner, and went into barracks to see if anything 
was known of it there, but although there was 
much excitement it was aU based on the newspaper 
paragraph. Next morning, at the reading of 
orders, however, the fact was officially announced, 
and volunteers were called for. Only fotur hundred 
men were wanted from our regiment — ^the other 
half of the battalion having to be found by the 
2nd Etranger at Saida — but nearly every man in 
the depot volxmteered. Then it was given out 
that preference would be given to seasoned men 
who had served in Tonkin, but this did not seem 
to increase our individual chances, as most of the 
sergeants were possessed of this qualification. 
Wheel we heard later, however, that the command 
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of the battalion was to be given to Commandant 
Earaux we did think that we were well in the 
running, for we were both well acquainted with 
tins officer, who had on more than one occasion 
complimented us. Things turned out as we hoped, 
and when the names of the selected were read out 
we had the satisfaction of finding ours among 
than. 

Tlie trouble between King Bdianzin of Dahomey 
and the Frendi had been brewing for some time, 
and things had now come to such a pass that ibie 
government of the Republic had decided to smash 
him utterly and have done with him. The king 
had been recaving some eight hundred pounds 
a year from the French as a sort of bribe for leaving 
the trading stations of Kotonou and Porto-Novo 
alone; and instead of wasting this money on 
muacal boxes and so on, as would have been done 
by a less enlightened potentate. King Behanzin 
had used it to augment the fund he was getting 
together to buy Krupp cannon and Winchester 
rifles, for the purpose of making things hot for his 
paymasters when he fdt himsdf strong enough. 
He had reached this state some time previously, 
and had latterly being anno3dng the French 
exc^dingly. 

On the morning of the 2nd August the Battalion 
of Dahomey marched out of the barrack gate, 
headed by the band of the r^^ment, and followed 
by the whole of the remainder of the regiment then 
in Sidi-bd-Abbes, with^arms in their hands and the 
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regimental colour flying in their midst. This was 
the second time I had left those barracks to go 
campaigning, and as the strains of the regimental 
march, “ Tiens voila du boudin ” struck on my ear 
I thought of the livdly lot that had marched with 
me behind that tune on the former occasion, 
and wondered if I should again be one of the 
lucky few to return undamaged, finally coming 
to the conclusion tihiat the odds against me were 
much greater than when I set out for Tonkin. 

As I was marching on the flank of the leading 
section I was much struck with the fantastic 
actions of the pioneer-corporal, who was, of course, 
marching at the head of the column. He pranced 
along as if he were practisiag for a two-step, and 
every now and then he would turn half-round 
and show a delighted grin which exposed a 
remarkably good set of enormous teeth. This 
corporal was a gigantic Alsatian, named Minnaert, 
and he had the reputation of being a somewhat 
ecceitric fellow. At the taking of Son-Tay, m 
Tonkin, he was credited with being the flrst man 
to enter the enemy’s fort and to have made an 
extempore tricolour out of the seat of his red 
trousers, a piece of his blue cummerbund, and a 
large white handkerchief, which flag he duly 
hokted amid the laughter of the troops. Only a 
day or two previous to the departure of the batta- 
lion for Dahomey he had greatly distinguished 
himsdf at a fire which had broken out in the house 
where Colond Blanc, of the Spahis, the officer 
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commanding the garrison of Sidi-bel-Abbes, had 
lodgings; and a few days before that he had 
fallen upon a group of Spaniards who sneered at 
the E^on as he was passing them, and soundly 
thra^ed the whole six. 

When we arrived at the station the troops who 
were not going formed up in line facing the plat- 
form, as a sort of guard of honour, and the civil 
authorities, headed by the Sous-Prefect, came to 
pay us respect also. 

We were soon in the i^ecial train, or rather the 
special carriages that were to be hooked on to the 
ordinary train from Tlemcen, and in three-quarters 
of an hour after we had left the barracks the train 
moved out of the station. It came to a stop when 
it had gone some fifty yards or so, and dowly 
moved back into the station again. Many of the 
superstitious legionaries looked upon this as a 
bad omen and openly expressed thdr r^et at 
having volunteered for the job, and they were not 
comforted when it was discovered that the reason 
why the train had to return was because the 
enormous wdght had broken one of the siegers. 

We got off eventually and arrived at Oran 
about midday. Here we found the band of the 
2nd Zouaves waiting for us, and they played us 
to the artillery barracks, whore a camp had been 
pitched for our accommodation. We had expected 
to embark the same day, but now found that the 
man-of-war that was to carry us had been detained 
at Toulon, and that we would have to wait at 
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Oran for three or four days. There was great 
dissatisfaction at first, but this was turned into 
rejoicing when we found that the townspeople had 
made up their minds to fete us and make our stay 
pleasurable. The two companies from Saida j oined 
us the same day, and partook of the festivities. 
The inhabitants fell over one another in extending 
private hospitality to the legionaries, presents 
of tobacco, cigarettes, pocket-knives, and other 
little things were given lavishly, and we had a 
high old time aU round. The officers were enter- 
tained publidy, and the non-com missioned 
officers were invited to a “punch,” or big-drink 
function, at the Brasserie Soulier, at which half 
the town was present, and said kinder things of 
us than we had ever believed them capable of. 
It was a French rendering of Kipling’s “It’s 
Tommy -this, and Tommy that, and Tommy, get 
outside ; but it’s thank you, Mr. Atkins, when the 
trooper’s on the tide.” The French people love 
a legionary — ^when they want him. 

On the 7th August the trooper came in, and the 
battalion was at once paraded. When the roll 
was called it was found that three men were absent, 
which, considering that a great many of the men 
were in the town when the “assembly” was 
sounded, was extremely satisfactory. These three 
men afterwards came running down to the wharf, 
as if they were afraid of beiog left bdiind, and in 
the meantime three Zouaves had shouldered the 
missing men’s rifies and knapsacks and marched 
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down with ns, so their absence had caused no 
inconvenience. We were accompanied down to 
the wharf by an enthusiastic crowd, which had to 
be kept ofE us by a company of Zouaves when we 
formed up there preparatory to embarking. 

We were just on the point of defiling on to the 
trooper when there was a clattering of hoofs and 
two mounted Chasseurs d’Afrique, followed by a 
general officer in uniform, burst through the crowd. 
This was General Metzinger, commanding the 
Oran sub-division. He had been a distinguished 
colonel of Zouaves and had served side by side 
with the legion, both in Algeria and Tonkin. 
After passing along the ranks, and stopping here 
and there to ask a man how many campaigns 
he had seen and what wounds he had received, he 
ordered us to dose round in a semi-chde and 
addressed to us a few soldierly words to the effect 
that he was satisfied, from the look of us, that we 
were capable of doing an3rthing that the Eegion 
had yet done, and only wished that he was going 
with us to see us do it. 

In another hour we were well out at sea. Our 
first stop was at Dakar, a French town situated on 
a kink in the African coast-line, about a mile 
south of Cape Verde. We arrived here on August 
14th, and stayed two daj^ to coal and take in 
fredi provisions. Dakar at that time was a new 
place, but three miles or so seawards is the idand of 
Goree, which is an island with a history. It is 
a barrel black basaltic rock, about three-^piarters 
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of a mile long and half-a-mile wide in the middle, 
from which it tapers to a point at each end. Small 
and barren as it is, some three thousand people 
live on it, and there is very little rock to be seen for 
buildings. It is strongly fortified, and used to be 
described as the key to West Africa, but from what 
I was able to see of the fortifications in the course 
of an afternoon’s stroll round it, I am very doubtful 
as to its ever having deserved to rank as a West 
African Gibraltar. As nothing grows on the 
island, all its supplies have to be brought from the 
mainland, and it is difficult to see how it could ever 
have been held in face of a hostile squadron. The 
interest of this island to an Englishman lies in the 
fact that it once belonged to us, and furnishes the 
only iastance in our history of a colonial governor 
being hanged for an act done in his official capacity. 
In the early days of our West African colonies our 
ports there used to be garrisoned by a regiment 
called tiie Royal African Corps, which was recruited 
by drafting into it the hopelessly bad characters 
from the r^;ular army. In 1782, when Wall was 
Governor of Goree, the paymaster of the troops 
wanted to dip away to England without settling 
up wifh the men, whose pay was much in arrears, 
and there was something like a mutiny. Governor 
Wall was going to England with the paymaster, 
and was so much annoyed at the men’s interference 
with his plans that he ordered three of the ring- 
leaders, a sergeant and two privates, to receive 
800 ladies each. The men died as a consequence 
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of tliis punislunent, and there was such an outcry 
in England when the facts became known tiiat 
Governor Wall deemed it prudent to retire to tiie 
Continent. He stayed abroad for twenty years, 
and thai, thiakiag that the affair had blown over, 
he returned to England and surrendered himself. 
It was a false move on his part, for he was at 
once brought to trial, convicted, and hanged at 
Newgate. 

We were allowed to go ashore almost without 
restriction while the ship lay at Dakar, and Pe- 
trovski and I availed ourselves of the permission 
to the uttermost, visiting not only Dakar and 
Goree, but also Rufisque, on the other side of the 
inlet. In a cafe at Rufisque we met an extra- 
ordinary man. This man was a corporal in the 
Marine Infantry, named, if I remember rightly, 
Marthe. Some four years previou^y he had made 
free with a few francs of public money in his 
possession — ^the amount was less than a sovereign, 
I t hi nk he said — and deserted into the hinterland 
with no provision whatever for a joum^, and no 
dear idea where he was maki n g for. Here he 
was ludcy enough to be picked up by a tribe 
of wandering Arabs, the Trarza. He stayed with 
them for four years, becoming a sheik and travdling 
with them across the Sahara desert at its greatest 
width no less than four times, brides wandering 
mto every nook and comer of the Soudan. OHiett 
he fell homesick and seized the opportunity of the 
tribe being in the desert to the north of Senegal 
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to inform his hosts of his intention to visit his 
own people again. But the Arabs were too fond 
of him to let him go, and he had to make his escape 
by stealth and do a desert tramp “ on his own.” 
He managed, after many adventures, to readi an 
English trading post at Cape Juby, and there he 
was taken aboard an English ship and carried to 
Teneriffe, from whence he returned to Dakar 
and gave himself up to the military authorities. 
A day or two before our arrival he had been tried 
by court-martial for desertion and embezzlement, 
with the result that he had been unanimously 
acquitted. Now, he told us, he was waiting for a 
ship to take him to France ; but he did not intend 
to stay there, as he liked being a wandering Arab 
so much that he was going back to the Trarza 
after he had spent a little time at home with his 
Meads. I never heard any more of him, and I 
have often wondered whether he did go back to 
the desert. 

At mid-day on August 25th, seventeen days 
after leaving Oran, we cast anchor at Kotonou, 
in the Bight of Benin, and disembarked in the 
exdting and haphazard manner peculiar to the 
surf-bound West African coast. 

Nex± day we were ordered to move on to Porto 
Novo, some fifteai miles distant. Porto Novo is 
the capital of the kingdom of Tofa, the king of 
which was very well disposed to the French. The 
monacdi came and looked on quite affably while 
we were mardied in, and didn’t seem at all put 
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out when we laughed at him. This was sensible 
of him, for I am afraid that he would have been 
laughed at just the same even if his fedings had 
been hurt. He had on a French naval officer’s 
cap, and a richly embroidered frock coat, but 
nothing dse whatever, and his general appearance 
was so comical that one was obliged to laugh. 


N 



CHAPTER XVn 


Colonel Dodds and tlie ^*Tar-brusli ’’—Painful marcliing — ^The 
surprise at Dogba — ^‘Forking” work with the bayonet — 
“ I am well hit ” — ** Twenty-five francs for every one of 
those niggers you bring down ” — A sergeant-major among 
the Amazons — Burning the enemies’ dead — Death of our 
gallant commandant — ^Europeans in the Dahomeyan army 

The day following otir araval at Porto Novo we 
were inspected by Colond Dodds, who was nothing 
like what I had imagined him to be. I don’t know 
whether the general had black blood in his veins, 
bnt he looked as if he had a lot. Ninety-nine 
people out of a hundred would have taken him for 
a mulatto, and it is quite possible that he may be 
one, as he was bom at Samt Eouis, in the French 
Sendai ; but there is nothing of the half-caste in 
his manner of gomg to work. He looked us over 
m a way that told us that he was a soldier to his 
fingers’ ends, and many were the expressions of 
satisfaction that we had got such a leader. Our 
satisfaction did not diminish, eith^, when we 
got to know him better. 

At Porto Novo we were served out with light 
fl anne l campaign suits and large pith hdmets, 
and it was not until eight days after our arrival 
that we were ready for a forward movemeat. 

About two thousand men of the expeditionary 

force, of whom about dght hundred, belonging to 
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the Marine Infantry and Marine Artillery, were 
Eurc^ans, had been on the spot for some time, 
and a column had already marched forward by the 
left bank of the River Oueme. 

On September 1st we of the E^ion started to 
catch them up, but our progress was terribly riow, 
not averaging more than about four miles a day. 

One hour we would be struggling through a 
mangrove swamp, and the next forcing our way 
through tall grasses that reached well above our 
heads and chopping our way through thick burir. 
We carried nothing except our arms and 150 rounds 
of ammunition per man, and even this light load 
was as much as we could struggle along with. 

Every morning immediately after reveille each 
man, black or white, was obliged to take a long 
drink of quinine. After this we got the morning 
coffee and then set out and struggled on until ten^ 
whei we halted for the morning meal. Then on 
again until five, when we bivouacked for the night. 

After eight days of this we joined the remainder 
of the force, and our battalion was split up among 
the three groups into which the expeditionary force 
was divided. Our battalion commander. Com- 
mandant Faraux, was placed in command of the 
second group, to which my company and another 
belonged, each of the other two groups having one 
company of the Legion. 

On the nth September, No. 2 Group advanced 
to Dogba, and on the i6th we made a strong 
reconnaissance along the left bank of the Oueme 
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to Oboa without encountering a single human 
being. 

On the following day the ist Group established 
itself at Oboa, While we of the 2nd Group and the 
3rd Group remained in camp at Dogba in a good 
defensive position, for which there seemed to be 
no need, as up to this time we had not seen the 
colour of the enemy, and our native scouts could 
give us no information regarding his whereabouts — 
that is, as far as could be ascertained by one 
occupying my humble position. 

On the i8th we of the 2nd Group received orders 
to start before daylight next morning to open the 
road half-way to Oboa, so that llie artillery could 
pass along it. 

It was five o’clock on the morning of the 19th. 
Reveille had just sounded though it was stiU quite 
dark, and we of the 2nd Group were fumblmg and 
groping around to get ready for our march when a 
shot rang out from an outlying picket, which was 
composed of Marine Infantry. We rushed to our 
arms and formed up, there were a few more shots, 
and then the picket came bounding into camp 
with thousands and thousands of black shadows 
jri<»e at the men’s heels — ^the Dahomeyans had 
surprised us. As fast as we could ram the cart- 
ridges iu and loose off we fired into the moving 
black shadows and saw them topple over like com 
falling under the sickle. They diecked momen- 
tarily and then moved sideways towards the 
staff tents. 
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“ Now, legionaries, let us give ’em the bayonet,” 
shouted Commandant Faraux. 

“ Ha ! ha ! now the Legion is going to hob-nob 
with ’em and they’ll enjoy themsdves,” laughed 
a corporal, who was standing dose to me. “I 
wonder if these are the cdebrated lady soldiers. 
If so, they’ll find that it’s dangerous to meet a 
legionary in the night time.” 

Before he had finished this remark we were on 
the run towards the threatened side of the camp, 
and in a few seconds more were in the thick of 
them, ramming our bayonets into their bodies 
until the hilt came up against tibie flesh with a 
sidcening thud, and then throwing them off to 
make room for another, like a farm labourer forking 
hay, tmtil we had to damber over dead and dying 
men piled two or three high to get at the livh^. 

For the moment there was no question of those 
of the enemy who were receiving our spedal atten- 
tion running away. They couldn’t run away, for 
the great mass behind was pushing them on to 
our baycmets. It was a terrible daughter. And 
above the ydls and curses of the combatant, 
above the diridks and howls of the wounded, we 
heard the voice of Commandant Faraux diouting, 
“ Come on, legionaries, come on.” 

After driving the bayonet charge well home we 
retired to re-form, and the enemy came on again. 
I^e l^onaries then charged a second time, and, 
after a severe hand-to-hand tusde, again pushed 
them back. 
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Previous to tlie commencement of the fight 
many of the enemy’s sharpshooters had been 
hoisted with ropes to the tops of the tall palm trees 
which fringed the open space on which the camp 
stood, and from these points had been pouring a 
plunging fire into us from the first moment of the 
attack, a sub-lieutenant of the Marine Infantry, 
the first man killed on our side, having been shot 
as he lay asleep in his tent before the alarm was 
given. 

It was light when we charged for the second time, 
and the Dahomeyans in the tree-tops seemed now 
to be picking their marks instead of firing at ran- 
dom, and their special attention appeared to be 
directed to the officers. In general the enemy 
were wretched shots, which was in part explained 
by the fact that they rested the butt of the rifle 
on the thigh when firing, so that the bullets for 
the most part passed over our heads, but these men 
in the trees made good practice and must have 
been the crack shots of the Dahomeyan army. 
Commandant Faraux was quite close to me as we 
were moving on the enemy, and I suddenly heard 
him exclaim, as, for a moment, he stopped cheering 
us on: “Je suis bien touche” (I am well hit). 
That was hfe reception of what tamed out to be 
a mortal wound. He continued to advance and 
encourage us notwithstanding ; but presently he 
was hit again and fdl to the ground. ^)STien the 
enemy had once more retired before the points of 
qur bayonets, and we were again re-fonniug, the 
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commandant was carried past us on his way to 
the ambulance. Then, without anybody giving 
the order, and while the ©ctemy was pouring a 
heavy fire into us, every legionary spontaneoudy 
presented arms as the wounded officer was bom by. 

“I will give twenty-five francs for every one 
of those niggers you bring down out of those trees,” 
said Colond Dodds, who was standing near. 

“ We’ll fetch ’em all down for nothing, colonel,” 
r<^lied a legionary grimly. 

And fetdi them down we did — later on. There 
was no time to attend to them just then, for the 
body of the enemy that was opposed to us had not 
yet had enough, and, led by a few Amazons, wmre 
coming on again. In the course of this rush a 
foolishly brave sergeant-major of Senegalese Spahis 
got right into the midst of the Amazons, who closed 
round him and took him away with them. Next 
day his body was found some distance away by a 
scouring party. It bore signs of the man having 
been tortured to death, and was mutilated in a 
manner which cannot be described. 

By ten o’clock the Dahomeyan army was in full 
retreat, leaving bdbind about three hundred dead. 
To tom up the earth in order to bury this large 
number of corpses would have let loose sufficient 
fever germs to have infected the whole force, 
and to leave them on the grormd to decompose 
would have been still more dangerous to health, 
so Colonel Dodds ordered them to be bumed. 
As soon as the fight was over the native carriers 
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ware accordingly set to collect them into a vast 
funeral pyre which was started by a few tins of 
kerosene being poured over it, and burned with 
much unpleasantness for days. The collectors did 
not trouble to carry the enemy's dead — they 
simply put themselves between the legs of the 
corpses like a horse between the shafts of a cart 
and dragged them to the heap. Our own dead, in 
number about a dozen, wae buried very deep, 
and their resting-place was hidden by being levelled 
and re-covered with turf to protect the rmnains 
from insult. 

There were two little stem-whed gunboats on 
the Oueme accompanying the expedition, and 
in the afternoon the severdy wounded — among 
them two legionaries besides Commandant Faraux 
— were embarked on one of them for conveyance 
to Porto Novo. 

Commandant Faraux was very popular with the 
legionaries, and all of us assembled to see him off, 
many of the men crying as he was carried past us 
with Colond Dodds walking by the side of his 
stretcher, talking to him. He died at four o’ dock 
next morning from the effects of the first of his 
two wounds, the bullet having lacerated the 
intestines and set up peritonitis. It was reported, 
I have no doubt truthfully, that his last words to 
Colond Dodds before the gunboat Idt, were 
recommendations of certain men of the L^on 
who had behaved wdl in the fight. 

This gallant officer was forty-three years of age 
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when he was killed, and he had had a most interest- 
ing career. He enlisted in a line raiment as a 
private soldier in 1867 at the age of eighteai, and 
so greatly distinguished himsdf during the war 
with Germany that he was made captain in 1870, 
having then only three years’ service, and being not 
yet twenty-one years of age. After the war, when 
the establishment of the army was reduced, he 
had either to retire or revert to the rank of lieuten- 
ant. He chose the latter, and did not reach the 
rank of captain again until 1876. Wherever there 
was service to be seen he was to be found, and after 
a brilliant career in Algeria and Tonkin he was 
appointed to the command of one of the battalions 
of the Legion serving in the East in 1889. He was 
one of those rare officers who seem to gain the real 
affection of their men without in any way becoming 
dack in matters of discipHne, and when Colonel 
Dodds, in an order of the day, referred to his death 
as a catastrophe for France and for the L^on, he 
was saying no more than the bare truth. 

We had taken a few prisoners, including two 
Amazons, all of whom were shot by way of 
r^risals for the torture and mutilation of the 
Spahi sergeant-major. 

There was a lot of talk, at the time of this f^ht 
and afterwards, about the Dahomeyans having 
the assistance of Europeans. At one time it was 
reported that the chief military adviser of Eling 
Behanzin was an English deserter from Sierra 
Leone, but the rumours generally credited Germans 
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with being the backbone of the Dahomeyan aimy. 
For my part, I do not think for one moment that 
the enemy had any skilled military assistance at 
all, inasmuch as the first thing any soldier would 
have put a stop to would have been the futile waste 
of ammunition involved in firing rifles from the 
thigh. At that time there was a tendency, 
however, to find Englishmen or Germans at the 
bottom of every colonial difficulty that the French 
met wilffi, and it was assumed that any natives 
who made a stand against the French forces were 
assisted by trained English or German soldiers — 
as far as I know without there being any foundation 
for such beliefs. 



CHAPTER XVIII 


On tlie gunboats — ^Battle of G’bede — ^Appreciation of tbe 
Amazons — A remarkable incident of tbe pursuit 

The day after the fight all hands were turned on to 
budd a fort at Dogba. When completed this fort 
was named Fort Faraux, in memory of our late 
commandant. As soon as the fort was finished 
a small garrison was told off to it, and the main 
body of the expeditionary force moved forward 
towards the north along the bank of the river. 

Owing to our having to make a practicable road 
for the artillery as we advanced we only got over 
the ground at the rate of two or three miles a 
day, and each night found us utterly exhausted. 

On Septanber 28th I made one of a party of 
the E^on which was embarked upon the gun- 
boats Opale and Corail, for the purpose of pushing 
a reconnaissance in advance of the column to look 
for a ford which was reported to exist at a place 
a few miles upstream. We had reached the 
point where the ford was said to be, and were 
looking for it, when a heavy fire was opened on us 
from the right bank. There was nobody to be seen, 
for the Dahomeyans had ambu^ed themsdves in 
tall grass behind a screen of trees ; but we judged 

by the fire that they were present in some force, 
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probably a thousand strong, and it was judged 
inexpedient to land our small detachment. The 
bullets passed over our heads as usual, and our 
casualties were insignificant, but it was no part 
of the ofScers’ plan to let the enemy stay there if 
they could be shifted with the force at command. 
It was decided, then, to tempt the Daiiomeyans 
into the open, and with this end in view the gun- 
boats steamed dowly up the stream until we came 
to a clearing, where the boats went dose in to the 
shore as if they were disabled, and wanted to take 
the ground. The bait took, and the Dahomeyans 
poured into the dearing in hundreds and proceeded 
to attack us. When they were fully exposed we 
set about them with our Hotchkiss quick-fiirers 
and our rifles to such good effect that in a few 
moments there were heaps of dead on the plain, 
and the survivors were legging it away as fast as 
they could go. 

This party of Dahomeyans were evidently 
posted there to prevent our crossing, and iheir 
opening fire on us and so disdosing their presence 
was a military error of which they would have 
hardly been guilty if they had had even a European 
lance-corporal to advise them. It was absolutdy 
necessary that we should cross over to the right 
bank, and if they had played “possum” to the 
gtmboats and ambuscaded the column as it was 
crosring the river, they could undoubtedly have 
caused us serious loss even if they could not pre- 
■rsnt our getting over. As it was, the fire from the 
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gunboats was so destructive to them that they 
decided not to wait for the main body and dis- 
appeared from tiie neighbourhood, not only leaving 
the ford uncovered but also deserting a fine bridge 
constincted of tree trunks, which seemed to have 
been recently built to enable the Dahomeyan 
army to cross over to our side. We discovered 
this bridge in the course of a further reconnaissance, 
and part of the column crossed over it instead of 
using tile ford, the bridge being destroyed before 
we moved on. 

After crossing to the right bank the colunan 
struck away from the river and soon came to two 
wdl-defined paths, or native roads, branching off 
from a fork. One of these was the direct road 
to Abomey, the capital, which we thought was the 
one we ^ould take, but the colond. decided to take 
the other one, which led to Kana, the sacred fetish 
city of the Dahomeyans and the summer residence 
of the king. 

On the 3rd October the colonel, hearing that the 
enemy had assembled in force on our front, set us 
to makea road through the bush for the artillery so 
that we could come upon the Dahomeyans in flank. 

On the 4th October, at 5 o’dkxk in the morning, 
while it was still dark, we commenced the march 
which was to end in our coming to grips with the 
main body of the Dahomeyan army, which was 
estimated to be at least ten thousand strong. 
We marched without exchangidg a word, and 
moving as silently as possible. 
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Towards nine o’dock our advance guard came 
into contact with an outlying body of the enemy, 
about a mile from the village of G’bede, and a 
few minutes afterwards the Dahomeyan battery 
of Krupp guns, said to have been obtained from 
German merchants at Whydah in exchange for 
cargoes of “ free labourers ” for the cocoa planta- 
tions, opened fire on us. Then the two squadrons 
of Senegalese Spahis, whidi were marching at the 
head of our column, were so furiously attacked by 
an overwhelmingly superior body of the enemy 
that they broke and retired on us in great disorder ; 
but they at once re-formed and deployed in 
column of squadrons on the wings of the infantry. 

Then a company of our Haussas, which followed 
the Spahis in the order of march, were takmi in 
flank by a sudden discharge from the high grass 
and retired to the rear without stopping to make 
further enquiries. 

The turn of the Sen^alese Tirailleurs came 
next- A battalion of Amazons attacked then and 
gave them a very rough time indeed, but the 
tirailleurs stood their ground until reinforced by 
some Marine Infantry. Anyone inclined to sym- 
pathise with the Amazons on account of their sex, 
and look upon the combat between them and our 
m«i as unequal, may take it from me lhat their 
sympathy would be misplaced. Ihese young 
Women were fax and away the b^ men in the 
Balkomeyan army, and woman to man were quite 
a match fiat any of us. They were armed with 
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Spencer repeatir^ carbines, and made much, better 
use of them than the men made of their rifles; 
and for work at dose quarters they had a small 
heavy-bad:ed chopping sword or knife, very much 
like a South American machete, with which they 
did great exsecution. They fought like unchained 
demons, and if driven iato a a>mer did not 
disdain the use of their teeth and nafls. One of 
them was seized and disarmed by a Marine Infantry 
man in this fight, but she was so far from being 
beaten that die at once turned on her captor and 
set about biting his nose off. The man ydled 
out for his mother, but the lady would not leave 
off worryiag him until she was cut down by the 
sword of an officer who rushed to the man’s 
assistance. 

'Hie uniform of these female warriors was a sort 
of kilted divided skirt of blue cotton stuff. This 
garment bardy reached to the knees. It was 
supported at the waist by a leather bdt which 
carried the cartridge pouches. The upper part 
of thdr bodies were quite nude, but the head was 
covered with a coquettish red fez, or tarboosh, 
into which was stuck an eagle’s feather. These 
ladies were att exceedingly well developed, and 
some of them were very handsome, in a nigger 
kind of way. 

Up to this time we of the Eegion had only been 
looking on, so we had a good opportunity of watdi- 
ing the charge of these furies, and we were much 
impressed and filled with admiration at their dash 
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and gallantry. We learned to admire them more 
when we became opposed to them oursdves, which 
did not happen in this fight, however. 

Our turn came when the fight had been in pro- 
gress about half-an-hour. We were attacked by 
a body of the enemy some thousands strong, and 
we formed into company squares to resist their 
onslaught. As at Dogba our fire literally mowed 
down the advancing lines, but they came on again 
and again in the most determined manner, and 
there is no doubt in my mind that if they had 
been under capable European leadership we would 
have found oursdlves in the very queerest of queer 
streets. As it was, they were compelled at last 
to retire to their entrenchments; but when we 
followed them and stormed the earthworks at the 
point of the bayonet they drove us back again 
and again. 

When the fight had been in progress a couple 
of hours our two squadrons of Senegalese native 
cavalry diarged the Dahomeyan artillery and 
sabred the gunners as they stood at thdr guns. 

Then the whole strength of the infantry charged 
once more with the bayonet, and the blacks, led by 
Bdianzin himsdf, set out as rapidly as they could 
for other parts. We pursued them to Poguessa, 
about two miles away, and were then recalled. 

One incident of the pursuit that came under 
my notice was so remarkable that I hesitate to 
motion it, as it is pretty certain to be regarded as 
a mere travdlec^s tale. 
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A Daliomeyaii wamor was killed wliile in the 
act of levelling his gtin, from behind a cotton-tree, 
at Captain Battreau of the Eegion, at point-blank 
range, and as he f^ his rifle clattered down at 
the officer’s feet. Captain Battreau, seeing that 
it was an old Chassepot, picked it up out of 
curiosity, and suddenly became very much 
interested in it. He examined it very carefully, 
and then exclaimed, with a gasp of astonishment : 

“ Wdl, this is something like a miracle ! Here 
is the very rifle I used in 1870 during the war with 
Germany ! See that hole in the butt ? That was 
made by a Prussian bullet at Saint-Privat. I 
could teU the gun from among a million by that 
mark alone ; but here’s my number stamped on it 
as weU, which is evidence enough for anybody. 
Who would have thought it possible that I could 
pick up in Africa, as a captain, a rifle that I used 
in France, as a sergeant, twenty-two years ago ? 
It is incredible ! ” 

The sceptical reader will probably think that 
the captain was “pulling our l^s” a bit; but 
this explanation is inconsistent with the fact that 
the officer a^ed for and obtained special per- 
mission to ke^ the rifle as personal property on 
account of its associations, and he was hardly 
likdy to have done this unless he could prove 
that it was, in fact, the identical rifle he had 
formerly used. 

Our losses in the fight at G’bede were 5 Euro- 
peans — including two officers — ^and 4 Senegalese 
o 
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Irillpfl ’ and 20 Europeans — ^including 3 officers — 
and 13 Senegalese badly wounded. 

The Dahomeyan dead were burned as before, 
and our own dead buried. Then we moved forward 
to the vill^e of Poguessa, where we halted for the 
next day to rest and clean our arms. 



CHAPTER XIX 


The brush at the bridge beyond Poguessa — Dahomeyans^ smart 
handling of the Krupps — Spahis* ill-treatment of carriers — 
The crapaudine — Superior to blame in almost every case, 
where struck by inferior — ^Beginning of the Great Thirst — 
Taking the trenches at Ouabomedi — A drenching in the 
night — Fighting for water 

On the morning of the 6th several parties were 
sent out to feel for the enemy. The party I was 
with scoured the country imtil late in the afternoon 
without seeing any Dahomeyans except a dead 
one here and there — evidently wounded men from 
G’bede who had stru^led on until they had 
dropped and died — and we were returning to camp 
when we heard the sound of heavy firing on our 
left flank. Our commander at once gave the 
order to change direction and march towards it. 

“Give them the old tune, bugler, to let them 
know that the Eegion is coming to hob-nob with 
them,” said the captain, and the stirring notes 
of the regimental march carried the promise of 
support to our comrades — ^who, as we learned 
afterwards, were very hardly pressed at that 
moment. 

When we arrived on the scene we found that one 
of the other reconnoitring parties — consisting of 
three companies of Seiegalese Tirailleum — was 
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disputing the possession of a bridge over a small 
stream with about five thousand Dahomeyans, 
and was palpably getting the worst of the deal. 
Forming into line, we fired volleys into the thick 
of them as we advanced, and then, when we got 
dose, the order was given to fix bayonets and 
charge. Hdter-skdter we went, and, after a short 
struggle at the bridge, drove the enemy before 
us right through a fortified camp which they had 
formed a short distance from the further bank of 
the stream in the apparent hope of barring our 
progress. When the Spahis charged the guns 
at G’bede they were unable to capture them, 
and the Dahomeyans had got them away and 
placed them in this fortified camp. If Behanzin’s 
warriors had waited behind their entrenchments 
and peppered us with these guns as we came up 
we should have had a rough time of it, but, as it 
happened, they were of no service to them. 

To account for the smart manner in which the 
Dahomeyans handled these Kirupp fidd guns at 
G’bede it was said that they were manned by men 
who had belonged to the French Senegalese 
artillery, who had been recruited in Senegal 
by £^ents sent there by Bdianzin for that purpose ; 
but I cannot vouch for the truth of the assertion. 
There ware so many wild rumours flying about 
the camp as to the composition of the king of 
Dahomey^s army that I made up my mind to 
bdieve only what I saw ; and I didn’t see anything, 
beyond the undoubted skill of the gunners, to lead 
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me to attach any credit to this Senegalese artillery- 
man story. 

Another yarn in circulation about this time 
was to the effect that the Spahis had captured four 
white men serving in Behanzin’s army, and this 
report was so circumstantial that the men’s names 
were given; but I saw no white prisoners, and 
never met any one who did. 

We were directed to hold the entr^ched camp 
we had taken, and towards evening the rest of the 
force came up and occupied it. We had to stop 
here for four days, owing to heavy tropical rains, 
and it was not until the morning of the loth that 
we resumed our march. 

The line of march was then along the edge of a 
dense forest. There were an immense number of 
carriers with the column — ^mostly subjects of the 
king of Porto-Novo — about twice the number of 
combatants — and most of them accompanied the 
espeditionary force very unwillingly, though they 
were well paid, and if they saw any chance th^ 
would throw down their loads and dive into the 
bush. The duty of shepherding them was en- 
trusted to the Senegalese Spahis, and on this day 
I had an opportunity of seeing how they did it. 

Ihe colonel had sent me with a message to the 
commander of the rear-guard, and in passing along 
the length of the column I came upon an illustra- 
tion of the treatment a black man in authority 
hands out to a brpthex black who happens to be 
bottom dog. A weak and feveridi-looking carrier 
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who was staggering along under his load suddenly 
pitched forward on his face and lay on the ground 
as if unable to proceed further. Up to him rode 
a Spahi, and, without any prdiminary argument, 
commenced to bdabour him with the flat of his 
sword. The carrier struggled to his feet and 
staggered a few paces towards title bu^, in the 
evident intention of getting out of his tormentor’s 
way, whereupon the Spahi, without more ado, and 
as if he were doing the most natural thing in the 
world, cooUy dug his sword into him a couple of 
times and settled him. Then he divided the dead 
man’s load among three carriers who already had 
their full quantity, and got on his horse again as 
if he had just been performing an ordinary routine 
duty. 

I went on my way, and when I came to a white 
sergeant of Spahis I reported the matter to him. 
He shrugged his shoulders and said his men had 
orders to kill any carrier trying to get away, and 
that I had better report the matter to his ofiScer, 
who was behind, if I wanted to report it to any- 
body. I did report it when I came to the olficer ; 
but all I got from him was a half jocular remark 
to the effect that the Spahis were queer cattle, 
and that I had bettor leave them alone and set 
about picking the beams out of the eyes of my 
l^;i0naries. Hien I thought that I would have a 
go at Gilondl Dodds himself when I reported to 
him after ddivering my message, but before 
that time came I concluded that the matter had 



I,IFB IN THE EEGION 215 

really nothing tx> do with me after all, so I said 
nothing. 

We had made about ten miles when we came in 
sight of a village called Sabovi, and were halted 
while our artiUery shdled it. When we eventually 
advanced we found the place deserted, and we 
cooked our evening meal on the fires that the 
Dahomeyans had lighted to cook theirs. We had 
suffered greatly from want of water on the march, 
and when we got to the village we could find no 
more than was sufficient for cooking purposes. 
Parties of us searched the neighbourhood for the 
source of the Dahomeyans’ supply, but we could 
not find it, and we passed a very thirsty night in 
consequence. 

It was here that I saw the barbarous puni^ment 
of the crapaudine applied for the only time it 
came under my notice. At one time this punish- 
ment used to be inflicted in barracks for even 
trifling offences, but General de N^rier put a stop 
to it, and a great many other abuses, when he was 
in command of the Algerian Army Corps, and it 
had fallen into such disuse that I had never seen 
it up till then. On this night at Sabovi during 
the search for water an Italian who beloi^ed to the 
Iv^on got at loggerheads with a sergeant and struck 
him. When they returned to camp the sergeant 
reported the occurrence, and it was decided to 
punish the man with the crapaudine. It must be 
remembered that in most armies he would have 
been tried by drum-head court-martial and shot. 
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He was stripped naked, his hands were pinioned 
bdiind his back, and his ankles were tied together. 
Then his ankles were lashed to his wrists, and he 
was thrown on the ground looking very much like 
a trussed fowl. The agony incidental to this 
constrained position must have been almost 
beyond human endurance after a time ; but in this 
poor man’s case the punishment was intensified 
by the fact that in no long time after he was tied 
up his body was literally covered with a swarm of 
black ants — and any one who has been in tropical 
Africa wiU know what that means. After the 
man had been in this position about an hour his 
cries were agonising. To stop them a gag was 
placed in his mouth, which had the effect of 
reducing his cries to much more distressing moans. 
The man was eventually rdeased after about three 
hours of it, and he was tiien so ill that he had to be 
taken to the hospital, and did no more duty during 
the campaign. 

I have a very strong opinion that in almost every 
case of a private soldier striking a superior the 
superior is in some way to blame; and in this 
j«txticular case there was only too much reason 
to suppose that the row was brought about by a 
tactless sergeant unnecessarily irritating a man 
whose nerves were on the stretch. Every man 
who is placed in authority ova: other men ou^t 
to have it impr^sed upon his mind that treade 
is a better medium for catching flies than vin^ar. 

On the iith we did not move. This was rather 
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a good thing for us as in the afternoon the rain 
came down in torrents, and by spreading out the 
tent-flaps we were able to catch enough to drink 
our fill, which was a great treat, and to replenish 
our water-bottles with more palatable stuff than 
the muddy and poisonous swamp water we had 
been drinking lately. 

We resumed our onward march at five o’clock 
on the morning of the 12th. Between seven and 
eight o’clock, after we had gone about four miles 
and had traversed the deserted village of Ouabo- 
medi, we were toiling painfully through thick bush 
when a heavy fire was poured into us from above. 
We had to return the fire at random, for we could 
not see the enemy, and this rmsatisfactory sort of 
fighting continued for some time before we were 
ordered to force our way through the bush and 
charge the Dahomeyan position at the point of 
the bayonet. When we had struggled through the 
bu^ we fotmd that our adversaries wrare firing 
from th.iee trendies, one behind the other, on 
the dope of a small lull, and it seemed to be a 
somewhat diflScult proposition to dislodge them. 

We charged these trendies several times from the 
front and were repulsed. Then we wetit rotmd 
and turned the position, which we captured after 
three hours’ fighting. The Region had three 
killed in this affair. We buried them on the spot 
and then sat down and enjoyed, as best we could, 
a morning meal without a drop of anything to 
drink, although the heat was stifling and we were 
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parched with the exertions of the fight. We took 
a few prisoners, who told us with every appearance 
of satisfaction that a warm time was awaiting us 
in front, and that few of us would live to make the 
return journey. 

At two o’clock in the afternoon, still thirsty, 
we resumed our march, following what appeared 
to be a regularly used track. Hardly had we 
got on the road than we were attacked again, 
both from the front and the flank, and had another 
couple of hours’ fighting before the enemy was 
beaten off. Four killed and twenty wounded was 
the total of our bill for this. 

When we reached the place where it was decided 
to camp for the night every one was so utterly 
exhausted that we pitched oursdves on the ground 
and went to sleep in the open, without troubling 
to eat or to pitch our tents. We wished we 
hadn’t been so lazy before the night was over, 
for the rain came down in torrents and we were 
wetted to the skin. There were compensations, 
however, for the same rain that drenched us 
provided us with satisfaction for our devouring 
thirst. 

Next morning we learned that some of our spies 
had come in during the night with the intelligence 
that we were surrounded, and that in our front 
was an entirely new Dahom^an army entrenched 
bdxind the river Koto, whose banks, being steep 
and rocky, could be easily held against us. Five 
o'ckxh in the morning found us once more on the 
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march forward, however, and six o’ dock found us 
once more in action. The brunt of this fight fdl 
on my company, which formed the advance guard 
of the force, and had four men killed and fifteen 
wounded. We were fired at from an ambush in 
the long grass, and did not see a single Dahomeyan 
until we compelled them to show themsdves by 
charging with the bayonet into the vegetation that 
hid them. Then we got them on the run and 
followed them to their camp, which we took 
po^ession of. 

We had buried our dead and were standing 
about, with our rifles in the crooks of our arms, 
eating a dry meal of biscuit and turned meat, 
when the Dahomeyans sneaked up again and sent 
a shower of bullets into us, whidi killed one 
legionary and wounded another. We fired a volley 
or two in the direction the shots came from, 
and then sallied out after the shooters with the 
bayonet, but they didn’t wait for us and left us 
in peace for the remainder of the day and night. 
We lay down that night very thirsty indeed — 
during the whole of that long, hot, tiring day we 
had not a single drop of water. 

Next day we fared even worse, for there was 
no water for the morning coffee and we had to 
start on the march with black cracked lips and 
swollen tongues. In the course of the day we 
came across some snail pools of water, so muddy 
and disagreeable that the thirety horses would not 
touch it. We thirsty men actually fought for it. 
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and those who were fortunate enough to get some 
thought it delicious. 

Towards noon we came in sight of a forest 
which seemed to be situated in a hollow. The 
greenness of the vegetation suggested that there 
was water there, so we made our way toward it 
with hopeful feelings. On entering the wood the 
impression that we were near water was strength- 
ened by our being beset by swarms of big vicious 
mosquitoes which drew blood from our hands 
and faces at every bite. We were not deceived. 
We found a sandy hollow with a large spring of 
beautifully dear water bubbling from its centre. 
But the enemy was in hiding round the edge of 
the dearing and peppered us all the time we were 
filling our camp-kettles and water-bottles. We 
took no notice of them, however, for our business 
was the getting of water, and went on filling every 
receptade bdonging to the force. Down went our 
captain and three of our men, but we did not 
budge until we had filled everything that would 
hold water, and then we made our way out again 
without seeing a single Dahomeyan, though they 
were firing at us, almost at point-blank range, all 
the tine. IWiat night we eicamped on an devated 
plateau, which put us somewhat out of reach of the 
bullets of the enemy, who hovered round us and 
suqied us all night. 
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Beaten off from tlie water — ** All right, sergeant, I’m not ' onted ’ 
yet ” — ^An enterprising Amazon— On the edge of a disaster 
— Retreat — Some water at last— Mosquitoes day and night 
— ^An exciting sprint race between a Dahomeyan and a 
legionary — A wide-awake bugler — Re-inforcements — En- 
voys from Behanzin — A miserable night — ^Taking the 
Kotopa forts— Nearly surprised— The Zodiac ring 

We were now near the Koto river, and ne3± 
morning it was decided to send parties down to 
get water from it. This was a much more dlfScult 
operation than it was at first supposed to be, for 
the banks of the river just there were covered by 
an impenetrable tropical jungle through which 
there were only a few narrow pattis. Our waterii^ 
party, made up of carriers bearing camp-kettles 
with one soldier from each section to direct them, 
was preceded down one of these paths by a com- 
pany of Haussas. They had no sooner got wdl 
into the thicket than the enemy opened fire on 
them. The volume of the firing told us in the 
camp that there was going to be more trouble 
in getting the water than had been anticipated. 
Then the terrified native carriers, who had thrown 
down the camp-kettles and bolted at the first ^ot, 
came straggling in and the order was given to the 
buggers to sound “ Retire at the double ” to bring 
in the escort. When our men did not appear in 
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r^onse to this call it was realised that their 
retreat was cut off and two sections of my company 
were ordered to go to their assistance. With 
bayonets fixed and brought down to the “ charge ” 
we started off at the '' double,” and in the course 
of a few minutes found ourselves in a regular 
inferno, being under the fire of thousands of the 
enemy whom we could not see. Our men fired 
volleys into the bush on either side of us as we 
pushed our way onwards, but the Dahomeyans 
had us at a great disadvantage as we could not 
get at them with the bayonet, and were compelled 
to fire at random, while they could see us. When 
we at last came in sight of our hard-pressed 
comrades we found them beset by a large body 
of the enany, whom we had to charge with the 
bayonet three times before they would give way. 
Then the order was given to retreat, and back we 
went, without a drop of the much-desired water, 
picking up our dead and wounded as we receded 
under the terrible hail of bullets. 

An old legionary of twenty-four years’ service 
— one of the survivors of the bloody fight outside 
Orleans in 1870, in which two battalions of the 
E^on were practically wiped out — was grtunb- 
lingly criticising our officer for ordering us to 
retreat instead of forcing our way to the water, 
saying that he would rather be diot than be 
thirsty, when he suddenly stopped and fdl to the 
•ground badly wounded, remarking with a curse 
that he was now both ^ot and thirsty- 
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Thai the of&cer went down, and, after him, 
the sergeant-major. As I was now the senior of 
those now on their feet I moved up to take com- 
mand of the detachment, when the oflScer got up 
again with his left arm dangling uselesdy at his 
side, and with a cheery, “All right, sergeant, 
I'm not outed yet,” resumed the direction of the 
retreat. 

The Dahomeyans followed us into ihe open and 
surrounded us in such numbers that things looked 
desperate indeed. It would, I am afraid, have 
been impossible for us to have got back to camp 
unaided ; but our predicament had been seen and 
the whole battalion of the Eegion was sent to our 
support at the “ double.” The Dahomeyans 
replied to this by bringing up more troops, and it 
was soon necessary to bring the whole of the 
expeditionary force into action. With all our 
strength, however, we could not didodge the enemy ^ 
from the thidc bush, and could not, consequently, 
get at the water. Many Amazons were with the 
Dahomeyans in this fight and seemed to hold 
positions of authority, for there were some with 
every body of men, leading them on and encourag- 
ing them. Possibly they were indting the male 
warriors to show themsdves worthy of having an 
Amazon for a wife, which was, at that time, the 
h%hest form of military reward in Dahom^. 
One Amazon, in particular, was very enterprising. 
She ddiberatdy advanced to within a couple of 
dozen paces of the officer commanding the battalion 
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of the Eegion and put a bullet into his chest. This 
made the legionaries angry, and I am afraid that 
few of the Amazons employed against us that day 
got away with a whole skin. The bravery and the 
military skill of these women soldiers filled us all 
with admiration, and we were pretty wdl agreed 
tiiat if the whole of the Dahomeyan army had been 
made up of them it would have taken a much 
larger force than ours to have got to Abomey. 

Hie only officer killed on this day was, strangely 
enough, not in the firing line at all. He was a 
brother of the sergeant-major whom I have 
previously mentioned as having beai eaten by a 
tiger in Tonkin, and a bullet found him while he 
was engaged on some duty right in the centre 
of our camp. 

There were half-a-dozen officers badly wounded, 
however, one of whom afterwards died, and none 
of them did any further duty with the expedition. 
Of men killed in the fighting of the past three days 
thiere were 17, and 79 wounded. 

The perceatage of officers killed and wounded 
in this expedition was very high, about one in 
thr^, which was more than three times the 
percoitage of casualties in action among the 
non-commissioned offices and men. The Daho- 
meyans seemed to pick out the officers, which 
was easy enough at point-blank range, and the 
officCTS hdped them to do it by going into action 
wearing thdr decorations. 

The misery of the wormded for want of a drop of 
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water to moisten their parched Kps was painful to 
witness, but we had no water to give them. 

Colonel Dodds must have been of opinion that 
we were on the edge of a disaster, for as soon as it 
got dark that night we got the order to strike 
camp ; and, carrying our dead with us, we retired 
to the camp we had occupied four nights before 
— on a plateau overlooking the deserted village 
of Apka. 

In qjite of OUT exhaustion and the difficulty of 
marching in the dark we arrived at our destination 
before midnight. The Spahis who, being mounted, 
were much fresher than the infantry, went out to 
find some wdls which our chief had heard of as 
being in the neighbourhood and not occupied by the 
enemy, while the remainder of the column, too 
done up to pitch tents, simply dropped to the 
ground. I feK adeep almost immediatdy, in spite 
of the torture I was suffering from thirst, and the 
rest-disturbing attentions of an army of black 
ants and myriads of mosquitoes, and did not awake 
until I was aroused, at about three o’clock, by 
Petrovski with the glad announcement that the 
Senegalese Spahis had arrived with water — 
enough for a present long drink round and the 
morning coffee. 

We waited patiently enough tmtil the sick and 
wounded had been suppHed ; but after this had 
been done there was not much regard paid to 
discipline or rank, and any one who wanted water 
had to scramble for it. 
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Then, before daylight, a severe storm burst 
over us, the camp was flooded, and we had a great 
deal more water about us than we had any use for. 

We learned on the morning of the i6th that 
Colonel Dodds had sent down to the coast for 
every available man to be sent up, together with 
further suppHes, and that we were to stay where 
we were until they arrived. We were only about 
ten miles distant from Abomey, our objective, 
with the holy city, Kana, between us and the 
capital, but even if we had not had to wait for 
reinforcements I think that we should have had 
to halt for a few days to recuperate. A goodly 
number of the Europeans, probably twenty per 
cent, who were still doing duty were suffering from 
dysentery in a mild form, which would probably 
become severe enough to incapacitate most of 
them if we had another week like the last, and the 
native carriers were entirely demoralised, and 
needed to pull themsdlves together, while even 
those of us who enjoyed good health felt the need 
of a spdl of rest. 

The rest we got, though, was only comparative, 
for on the i6th we had a full day’s work putting 
the camp in a state of defence, and for the next 
three days we had to put in all the time when we 
were not on duty in the entrenchments in trying 
to improve the dilapidated condition of our 
clothing and boots. Day and night we were 
enveloped in a doud of mosquitoes, which fou^t 
valiantly for the enmy as our faces and hands 
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testified, while the merry little jigger made his 
presence felt in the feet of very many of us, and 
had to be dislodged by being picked out, like a 
winkle from its shell, with the point of a needle. 

Although the enemy were in force at the fortified 
position of Kotopa, about two miles in our front, 
and we could see them quite plainly, they let us 
alone and we didn’t trouble them until the 20th, 
when OUT moving our camp bade about five hun- 
dred yards, so that we could straddle the road by 
which the reinforcements must arrive, brought on 
a conflict. We commenced the movement about 
midday, and had arrived at our new position, and, 
piling our arms, were engaged in digging earth- 
works to protect us, when we were assailed by a 
heavy fire. We took no notice of this for a time, 
but went on digging. Soon, however, we were 
compdled to take up our arms and form a defensive 
square, for we became surrounded by about three 
or fom thousand of the enemy, who seemed bent 
on giving us a warm time. 

Before we had commenced to move the camp 
our water-fatigue had gone out to the wdls, 
which were about a couple of miles from our 
camp, and these men, most of them unarmed, 
were now cut off. We hardly expected to see any 
of them attempt to break through the enemy to 
get to us, and we were therefore surprised, and it 
must be confessed somewhat amused, to see an 
unarmed legionary sprinting towards us with a 
gigantic Dahomeyan dose at his heds. The nigger 
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was armed with one of the heavy-backed short 
swords, which I have previously described as 
being very much like a Cuban machete, and every 
now and again he would race up dose to the 
legionary and make a cut at his head. But every 
time he did this the legionary must have heard 
his approach, for no sooner was the machete 
raised in the air than our comrade would put on 
a desperate spurt and draw away again. It was 
a real sporting sprint-race, with a man’s life 
for the prize, and it was so inter^ting that both 
we and the enemy temporarily stopped firing to 
watch, it. The l^onary won by a short head, 
so to say, the gallant black pursuing him right up 
to the muzzles of our rifles and meeting his death 
at the hands of a Sen^al^e Tirailleur who was 
devoid of the sporting instinct. 

For three hours or more the enemy pressed us 
hard, so much so that it was we and not they 
who were giving ground, when we suddenly heard 
filing in thdr rear, and shortly afterwards they 
broke and retreated in disorder. This diversion 
in our favour was made by a party that had gone 
out in the early momii^ on a reconnaissance in 
force, and had returned just in time to take the 
Dahomeyans in rear at a critical moment. 

During this action the Dahomeyans used against 
us an old Frendi mitrailleuse. It made a strange 
crackling noise, the like of which I had never h^urd 
before, but it was recognised with some hilarity 
by an old adjutant of the I^on, who said that 
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it would amuse them and not do us much harm. 
As a matter of fact I do not think that a single 
man was wounded by a mitrailleuse bullet, 
though I think that was more the fault of the 
gunners than of the gun, for showers of bullets 
from the machine whizzed over our heads. It was 
just the reverse with the enemy's artillery, however. 
They made capital practice on us from thdu: 
entrenched camp at Kotopa, many of their ^ells 
pitching right into our midst, but owing to the 
badness of the fuzes the shdls wouldn’t burst. 

Much to our surprise, all the members of the 
water-fatigue party except two found their way 
into camp, having dispersed and hidden themselves 
in the long grass until the coast was clear for their 
return. One of them, a bugler, was nearly walked 
over by a retreating party of the enemy ; but he 
cleverly and with much presence of mind saved 
himsdf by sounding the “charge,” and thus 
making the Dahomeyans bdieve that they had 
fallen into an ambu^, with the result that th^ 
started off away from him at the run. The bodies 
of the two missing men were not found, nor was 
anything ever heard of them. 

The fight was over about half-an-hour when we 
heard the joyous sjtmd of the regimental march 
of the E^on in the distance, to the east of us. 
It turned out that it proceeded from the first part 
of the reinforcements, escorting a convoy of 
provfeions. 

Next day the Dahomeyans came on again in 
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force, but they were driven off somewhat easily this 
time. 

On October 24th the remainder of the reinforce- 
ments joined us, and on the following day, being 
now stronger by 600 men and with a good supply 
of provisions, we strudc our camp at Akpa and 
resumed the offensive. 

We got down to the river bank, opposite to 
where we had been encamped, without being 
opposed, and two of the three divisions of the force 
crossed over and established themselves on the 
heights on the other side. Two envoys from 
King Bdianzin now turned up, preceded by two 
large white flags borne by two gigantic Daho- 
meyans; but Colond. Dodds apparently would 
have nothing to say to them, for they were presently 
seen making their way out of our lines in a very 
dejected condition. 

Half-an-hour after the departure of the aivoys 
we were charging the enemy’s advance post at 
the point of the bayonet. The Dahomeyans did 
not make much of a stand here, and we had only 
half-a-dozen men wotmded. These we left behind 
us, with the baggage, under the protection of two 
companies of Senegalese and two guns, and moved 
forward, after a quarter-of-an hour’s breather in 
the captured post. 

We had hardly turned our backs on the post 
when the sound of firing behind us told us that 
the enemy had returned and attacked the 
Senegalese, but we did not turn back to thear 
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assistance, our commander doubtless thinking 
that they would be able to hold their own, which 
proved to be the case. 

Contrary to general expectation, we got no 
further fighting on this day, for our progress 
was hindered by a violent storm, which wetted us 
all to the marrow of our bones, but, as a com- 
pensation, gave us pl^ty to drink. Wet throu^ 
as we were, and without any baggage, which we 
had left behind, we bivouacked on the sodden 
ground and passed a most miserable, sleepness 
night, the enemy sniping us fitfully. 

We were on the move long before the break of 
day, and at dawn were before the Dahomeyans’ 
second line of defence. The artillery opened the 
ball against the two rows of entrenchments 
which comprised this second line, and when the 
guns had prepared the way a little we advanced, 
as usual, with fixted bayonets, under a h ellish fire. 
Ihis was the toughest bit of fighting we had yet 
come across. The Dahomeyans fought desperately 
and would not give way. We charged right up to 
their earthworks time after time, but had to 
retire and re-form agam and agaiu without beiag 
able to get dose enough to them to make an 
effective use of the bayonet. It was only after a 
very hard day’s fighting that we possessed ouisdves 
of the earthworks and bivouadced on the ground. 

Next day we carried the attack forward to the 
two large forts of Eotopa, where Behanzin had 
concentrated the main force of his second line. 
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These two forts were expected to prove a stiff job, 
for they were palisaded and defended by five 
Erupp guns and several mitrailleuses, according 
to the information collected by our intelligence 
department. The guns, however, were early dis- 
mounted and put out of action by our artillery, 
though the Dahomeyans managed to take them 
away when they retreated, and the troops of 
King Behanzin must have been somewhat dis- 
couraged by tile results of the two previous days’ 
encounters with us, for there was no repetition of 
tile severe struggle of the day before, as, when once 
we got among them, they offered so little resistance 
that the attack became a mere butchery. Our 
losses in this three days’ fight were only ten killed 
and seventy-three wounded, against an estimated 
loss to the Dahomeyans of two thousand five 
hundred. 

Nex± morning, before day%ht, the Dahomeyan 
army nearly brought off a disastrous surprise. 
We were attacked by an army estimated to number 
15,000 men — ^and women — and before we realised 
that we were attacked at all quite a thousand of 
them were right in the midst of us. This was a 
very narrow squeak indeed, and the fight lasted 
the whole of the day, only ceasing when we had 
chased the Dahomeyans to within a mile of the 
walls of Kana. 

In this pursuit I came across an instance of the 
estraordinaiy penetrative power of of the Eebd 
xifle bullet. On coming up to a large cotton tree 
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I saw three Dahomeyaa corpses lying behind it, 
and notidng that one wore the distinctive dress 
of the Amazons I went to examine her dosdy. 
From the position of the bodies it was evident 
that the two men and the woman had been 
standing in line behind the tree, and that they 
had all fallen at the same time. This struck me 
as being very curious, the more so as they were 
wdl covered by the tree, and I looked closely to 
see how they had been killed. Then I came to 
the conclusion that they must have been killed 
by the same bullet, and a hole right through the 
tree-trunk diowed that this bullet had passed 
through about three feet of wood before it got 
to them. To look at wounds caused by the Lebd 
bullet one would think that they had been inflicted 
by ammunition not authorised by the rules of 
civilised warfare, so ghastly were they. 

This dead Amazon was a very handsome and 
beautifully proportioned young woman, and her 
dead face bore a particularly mild and peaceful 
espression, utterly at variance with the blood- 
thirsty-looking machete in her girdle and the 
Windiester repeating carbine lying by her side. 
She had a very massive ring, made of particularly 
brassy-looking West Afrioin gold, on the second . 
finger of her left hand. Not having any senti- 
mental scruples about robbing a dead enemy, I 
took poss^rion of this ring. It was a particularly 
fine example of what is known on the West Coast 
of Africa as a “Zodiac” ring, so-called because 
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they have the signs of the zodiac engraved round 
them. On this one the signs of the zodiac stood 
out in heavy relief, as did also the rim of the ring. 
The signs and the rim were very solid-looking, 
and were brightly bundled, while the background 
of the signs was rough and dull. It was altogether 
such a well-made and effective ornament that I 
could not believe that it was of native manufacture . 
This kind of ring is common all down the West 
Coast, from Goree to the Cameroons, and it would 
be very interesting to know the origin of it. 
I wore that particular ring as a scarf-ring for some 
time. It disappeared during a stay at Sierra 
Leone — ^I imagine that it provided too great a 
temptation to my house-boy, who was honest 
enough not to touch money that was left lying 
about. 



CHAPTER XXI 


Capture of Muako — Determined stand at Dioxoue — ^Piper 
Findlater anticipated — ^Taking of Kana — The Royal Palace 
— ^The House of Sacrifice — A description of a festival of 
slaughter — Dahomeyan idols 

On the 20th November, much refreshed by the 
rest, we resumed our march, and on the same 
day attacked the fort of Muako, a strong position 
to the east of Kana. Our artillery battered the 
walls well, but, notwithstanding this, it took us 
all that day and the next to get a footing in the 
fort, and when we had driven the enemy out and 
sent th^n flying o’er the face of the country, they 
were rallied by a body of Amazons, who led them 
in a desperate but unsuccessful attempt to retake 
the fort. 

On the 4th we moved on Dioxoue, a sort of 
suburb at a little distance from Kana, and here 
the Dahomeyans made the most determined stand 
of the campaign. In this fight the enemy was 
not opposed to us in such overwhelming numbers 
as th^ had been on most of the previous occasioiK 
of our meeting, but there were a great many more 
Amazons than we had as 3?et seen in a single fght, 
and th^ not only fought likejfuries themsdves, 
but made the men, by their taimts and thdbr 
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example, fight better than we bad ever seen them 
do. For some hoturs, so far from its being a case 
of driving the Dahomeyans out, they were the 
attackers, and we were compelled to form defensive 
squares to hold our own. There were no less than 
six such squares at one period of the fight, and 
every one of them was as busy as the biggest 
glutton for fighting could desire. The Dahomeyan 
artillery was annoying us very much, and the 
Spahis were sent to charge the guns and stop it. 
They executed this order with great gallantry, 
taking four Krupps and several prisoners. It was 
rumoured in the camp that among these prisoners 
were an Englishman and a German, but I saw no 
white prisoners and do not bdieve that there 
were any. 

We had been fighting since five in the morning 
tmder a broiling sun, and we were faint for want 
of food and water. It was now two in the after- 
noon, and the Dahomeyans, notwithstanding the 
loss of their guns, seemed to be a long way off 
bdng beaten. Suddenly, for no reason that we 
could see, the enemy started to run away as if 
they were executing some military movement 
by word of command. As a matter of fact they 
were running away by order, for King Behanzin, 
who commanded in person, had had enough of it, 
and probably did not think it dignified to run 
away himsdf and leave his troops still fighting — 
be wanted company in his flight. This withdrawal 
of his troops, while there was still plenty of fight 
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left in them, goes to show that B^anzin was 
anything hut a first-dass fighting-man himself, 
and that he personally deserved the rude remarks 
of the Amazons much more than the men to whom 
they were addressed. 

The king and the troops with him didn’t retire into 
Kana, hut moved off along the Ahomey road, leav- 
ing the garrison of Kana to do the hest it could. 
We had fourteen killed and about fifty wounded in 
the taking of Dioxoue — a. remarkably small casualty 
list considering the severity of the fighting. 

In this fight there was an incident that was 
duplicated years afterwards by Piper Findlater 
at Dargai. It will be remembered that the piper 
received the Victoria Cross for continuing to 
play his pipes sitting down, after having been 
shot through the ankles. Well, that was history 
repeating an almost exactly similar incident that 
happened at Dioxoue. A bugler of the E^on 
was blowing the regimental march when he was hit 
in the legs. He sat down and <x»olly continued to 
blow until he fainted from loss of blood. So far 
as I am aware he got no reward. As a matter of 
fact, for every gallant deed that gets recognition, 
in every army, there must be at least a dozen that 
go unrewarded because they were not witnessed 
by any one who had poation and mdination to 
bring th^n to notice — ^the men who are awarded 
Victoria Crosses, and such-like rewards, however 
much they may have deserved them, are very lucky 
to get them. 
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That night we bivouacked so near to the walls 
of Kana that the Dahomeyan artillerymen in the 
town pitched many shells right into the middle of 
our camp, and our casualities would have been 
heavy if the ammunition had been as good as the 
shooting. Euckily for us, the fuzes would not act, 
and none of the shells burst. 

Kana stood on high ground, and the houses, 
which were mostly built of sun-baked bridrs made 
of red ferruginous earth, were in dumps — like 
separate villages within an weirding wall. This 
town wall was high and thick. It was built of the 
same sort of materials as the houses, and there 
were half-a-dozen substantial and formidable- 
looking bastions distributed round its dreumfer- 
ance. Altogether, the place looked as if it was 
going to give us a considerable amount of trouble. 

After morning soup our artillery started shelling 
the town, and kept it up until a breach had been 
made, which was at about three o’dock in the 
afternoon. We now got the order to advance to 
the assault. As a considerable part of the town 
showed above the walls, we had for some time 
previous to this seen the Dahomeyans running 
about in a distracted manner as if they were 
in a terrible funk ; so we did not e^ect to meet 
with a very determined resistance. No doubt 
the garrison had been demoralised by the desertion 
of the king. If Behanzin had stood his ground here 
it is very probable that we should have found 
Hana too tough a nut for our small force to crack, 
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and the king might have been able to obtain terms 
of peace that would have left him the throne, 
at least. As it was, the Dahomeyan army and 
the inhabitants practically departed from one 
side of the town as we were altering at the other, 
and we met with very Uttle reastance indeed. 

On entering we pushed our way to an inner 
wall that seemed to endose about a fourth of the 
whole ^ace endosed by the outer wall. The gates 
of this endosure stood open, and there was 
nobody to oppose our progr^. Inside there 
was a collection of buildings much larger than any 
others in the town. As we approached the nearest 
of these a big negro came out and was promptly 
seized. He protested in shockingly bad French, 
saying that he was a headman of our own carriers, 
backing up this assertion by producing document- 
ary proof of it. Being asked what he was doing 
there, he said with a grin that he had entered the 
town with us, but knew his way about it as he had 
been there before, and that he was just looking 
round to see if he could happen across a drop of 
rum or gin — ^he was sure there was plenty in the 
place if one could find it. Our captain reminded 
him that the carriers were strictly forbidden to 
loot, and that if he was found doing it he would 
most assuredly be shot; whereupon the ni^er, 
still grinning, remarked that Ihe French were 
“ dam-nonsense ” men to work for. He said this 
in English and it was, perhaps, just as well for him 
that tie ofBcex did not understand it. I softened 
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it in translating to a denial of knowledge of any 
order against drinking any liquor that could be 
found, and this esplanation satisfied the captain, 
who ordered the man to ^ow us round the place 
if he knew it. 

The headman replied to the effect that he knew 
the place very well, as he had been in Kana many 
times. He went on to explain that we were 
now in the royal palace, and the headquarters of 
the Dahomeyan religion. 

His talk was a curious mixture of Coast French, 
Coast English, and, now and again, an excursion 
into what was presumably his own lai^age; 
but for all this he proved to be very useM as a 
guide and we got a lot of information from him. 
I learned from him that he was originally a 
subject of the King of Tofa, but that he had worked 
in English and French trading houses for many 
years, and that he had actually taken part in 
carrying up some of the very arms with which the 
Dahomeyans were fighting us. 

The first building he took us into he called the 
"House of Sacrifice.” At first sight this place 
appeared to be paved with very large whitidi 
cobble-stones, but on our guide touching his head 
su^estivdy, with a grin, and tiken pointing to the 
floor, we examined it closer and found that the 
"cobble-stones” were really the tops of human 
doiUs that had been rammed down into the earth 
to make a flooring. In the centre there was an 
enormous stone basin with a dried reddidi sediment 
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at the bottom of it, and dark red and black smears 
down the sides. The place stank like you might 
imagine a daughter-house to stink if it had been 
used continuoudy and never cleansed from one 
year’s end to another ; and big loathsome flies 
were there in myriads. It was, in fact, the 
slaughter-house for the human cattle who were 
killed by the hundred on every occasion of national 
sorrow or national joy. 

The chief of these functions was called the 
“Grand Custom.” Our guide claimed to have 
been present at the “ Grand Custom ” which dg- 
nalised the death of Bdianzin’s father, who was 
supposed to have been poisoned by his impatient 
son, and the accession of Bdianzin himsdf. 

At daybreak on this occadon, he said, a hundred 
men and a hundred women were put to death in 
order to start the day wdl. Then the new king 
energed from his palace and about two hundred 
oflScers and princes saluted him and offered him 
their humble contributions towards the day’s 
proceedings, namely : Four slaves each for 
daughter, say, eight hundred human beings in all, 
dieep, goats, money, and rum. The king then 
proceeded to the royal sepulchre and superintended 
the burial in it of sixty living men, fifty living 
sheep, fifty living goats, forty living cocks, and a 
great quantity of cowries — ^native daell money. 
This done, the king took a walk rotmd the outside 
of the palace. When he arrived at the principal 
entrance he found there fifty men to do him honour 
0 
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by being killed in his presence. After this the 
king mounted a platform and addressed a jingo 
speech to his subjects, afterwards rewarding them 
for listening to him by gifts of cowries, dothmg and 
rum. Following this there was a sort of “ go as 
you please ” competition in murder among the 
spectators. Twenty-four living men were brought 
out, the body of each one being enclosed in a 
wicker basket, the head being left exposed. This 
wicker basket arrangement was probably invented 
to prevent the man inside objecting to the pro- 
ceedings in such a way as to spoil sport. The 
baskets were stood up in a row facing the king, 
whilst the eager crowd of his loyal subjects stood 
behind, waiting for tih.e word " Go.” When the 
king made the sign to start the crowd made a 
break for the unfortunate twenty-four in the 
baskets, and a strenuous scrimmage took place 
round each one. The persons who emerged from 
these scrimmages bearing the head of one of the 
men in the baskets were winners of a string of 
cowries, the exchange value of whidi was about 
two shillings. 

Among other parts of the palace enclosure 
pointed out to us, perhaps the most interesting 
were the tombs of previous kings of Dahomey. 
All of them were said to have been built of bricks 
made without water — ^the earth was wetted with 
human blood instead. 



CHAPTER XXII 


The final stage to Abomey — Behanzin sets the capital on fire 
and escapes — Liquor found — and lost — Triumphal return 
to Sidi-bel-Abbes 

One of tiie four roads leading from Kaua was a 
particularly fine grassy avenue, quite thirty yards 
wide, and bordered by grand old trees. We 
regarded this road with satisfaction, for it was the 
road to Abomey and promised us easy marching 
for the last stage of our journey. It was expected 
that we would move on at once, but for some 
reason which I did not learn, though there were 
many rumours, we were kq)t und^ the walls of 
Kana until the i6th November. During this 
prolonged halt Colonel Dodds made a very 
oomplim^tary speech to us legionaries, t elling us, 
among other things, that he considered us to be 
the finest soldiers in the world, and that he was 
extremely proud of having had the privilege of 
commanding us. It was no news to us that we 
were the finest soldiers in the world — we had all 
known that since our first week in the corps — but 
we liked being told so, and we swallowed this 
incontrovertible fact just as greedily as if it had 
been the rankest flattery. 

13ie day before we moved forward to Abomey 
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we learned that Colond. Dodds had got his “ stars 
— in other words, "that he had been promoted to 
the substantive rank of General of Brigade — and 
the whole force spontaneously filed past his tent 
and respectfully saluted him. A number of other 
promotions were made known at the same time, 
among them being several of the Legion officers, 
two of our captains being promoted into line 
regiments as commandants — in the French army 
rewards follow very quickly upon the services 
which are hdd to have deserved them. 

After setting fire to Kana we started on the 
march to Abomey at five o’clock in the morning 
on the i6th November. When we had gone about 
seven miles upon the beautiful broad turfy avenue 
that was called the Abomey Road, we found 
ourselves on an eminence that overlooked the 
capital at a distance of about a mile. We halted 
there. In the afternoon an envoy from Behanzin, 
with a white flag, came into camp. It was said 
that he had come with a message from the king hi 
answer to one which our general had sent the day 
before, to the effect that he had burned Kana 
and was coming to perform the same operation 
on Abomey. The rumour now was that the envoy 
had brought a message from King Behanzin to 
the effect that he would save General Dodds the 
trouble of burning Abomey — he would do it 
himsdf. 

Immediatdy after the departure of the envoy 
the order was given for us to get a move on, the 
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general’s idea no doubt being to prevent the escape 
of the king. Even as we were forming up we saw 
thin curls of smoke rising from several quarters of 
the town, which told us that Behanzin had lost 
no time in carrying out his threat. 

In less than an hour we had completely invested 
the three sides of the town, but before we could 
dose our cirde the Dahomeyan army and such of 
the inhabitants of the capital who had not already 
left were able to get away, and as it was now 
getting dark we were unable to follow them. 

The town was now wdl ablaze, and there was 
nothing to do but to let it bum itsdf out. Next 
morning, November 17th., tib.e town was nothing 
but a smoking ruin, but some of the outside 
fortifications seemed to be uninjured. We marched 
on these but found them deserted, and we entered 
the capital of Dahomey without firing a single 
drot or seeing a living Dahomeyan. 

Abomey stood on a great deal of ground. It 
was, in fact, a real garden dty, for almost every 
house was surrounded by a large garden, generally 
with trees in it. The walls of the houses were 
built of little stones embedded in the red earth of 
the country, and the fire had not done them much 
harm, but the roofs were made of thatch and had, 
of course, been utterly consumed. Before leaving, 
the inhabitants had destroyed evCT3rthing in the 
way of furniture or utensils, but in many of the 
houses there were bottles of trade gin, said to be 
distilled in Germany from sawdust, and demijohns 
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of trade rum, which is the same spirit as the gin 
but differently flavoured. I even found a bottle 
of whiskey. There was a label on the bottle 
depicting a Highlander in the Stuart tartan dancing 
a sword dance, but the liquor iuside belonged to 
the same family as the rum and gin. Poisonous 
as the stuff was, its discovery was hailed with 
ddight by the troops, but titieir joy didn’t last 
long, for as soon as the general heard of the find 
he ordered all the stuff to be given up and destroyed, 
and this happened b^ore the finders had found 
opportunity to drink more than a tot or two of it. 
We were not allowed to leave it to the men’s 
sense of discipline to give the stuff up — we had to 
seardi them. The popularity of General Dodds 
with the troops received a rude shock that day. 

In the middle of the town there was a large 
square. On one side of this square there was an 
enormous building surrounded by high walls, 
having a gateway literally built of human skulls 
and bones. This was the king’s palace, now a 
bumt-out ruin, and it was here that we took up 
our quarters. 

The general issued a proclamation deporing 
King Behanzin, and announcing a French protec- 
torate over the country. The dethroned Idng 
became a fugitive in the extreme north. He was 
not captured and deported until more than a year 
afterwards, but to all intents the campaign was 
now over. 

Ah ! ” said a French sergeant-major to me. 
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“ TMs fool of a Belianzin Hstened too much to the 
Englidi and the Germans, who told him that the 
French were a people he could take all sorts of 
liberties with. He knows better now. They 
say that he has sent messengers to Lagos to ask the 
English to help him. If your countrjrmen are 
wise, my friend, they wiU mind their own business 
and leave us to mind ours.” 

The English Government took the tip. 

The expeditionary force, with the exception of 
a battalion of Senegalese and a company of the 
Legion, which were 1 ^ behind as a garrison, 
started on its return to the coast on the 27th 
November. I didn’t volunteer to remain behind, 
nor did Petrovski — we were botti of opinion that 
we had seen as mudb, of Dahomey as we wanted. 

On Christmas Day, 1892, we embarked on the 
“ Thibet,” a mixed crowd, thirteen hundred strong, 
consistii^ of legionaries, Maxine Infantry, Senegal^e 
Tirailleurs, Senegalese Spahis, sailors of the French 
West African squadron, and about a hundred 
Sen^?alese women and half as many children, the 
families of the Sen^alese troops, whose wives and 
children always follow them, even in war time. 

We arrived at Oran on J anuary nth in the night. 
There were 214 legionaries on board now, five 
having died on the voyage, and of these 214 no 
less than 69 had to be carried ^hore, to the mili- 
tary hospital, on stretchers. 

There was no public demonstration at Oran, 
for the arrival of the ship was unexpected ; but 
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there was a great fuss made of those of us who 
were well enough to proceed to the depot at 
Sidi-bel-Abbes. There were only about a hundred 
of tB. 

It was about seven o’clock in the evening when 
we arrived at Sidi-bd-Abbes, and we found the 
whole town illuminated in our honour. Waiting 
for us at the station were the band of the Eegion, 
the town council, aU the ofi&cers of the Eegion 
then in Bd.-Abbes, and a number of legionaries to 
act as torch-bearers, and other legionaries under 
arms to march on our flanks to prevent the 
crowd from hugging us to death. 

After a sort of triumphal promenade round the 
town we were taken to the haU of the fencing 
society, where a banquet awaited us. There were 
some grandiloquent speeches about the glorious 
French army in general, and the extra-super 
glorious Foreign Legion in particular, and then we 
were escorted to barracks loaded down with 
presents of pipes, cigars, knives, and all sorts of 
useful and useless things. 

Such was the finish of an eventful four months. 
Neither Petrovski nor myself had received a 
scratch, and, though we had suffered from many 
slight attacks of fever and dysentery, we had 
neither of us been struck off duty for a single day. 
If the casualty bill of the expedition be looked at 
it will be seen that we had been very fortunate 
indeed. Out of a force comprising only about 
2,300 combatante we had lost in killed, 15 officers 
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and 143 men ; three ofiScers and 90 men had died 
of sickness; and 27 officers and 344 men had 
been wounded. The total casualties, therefore, 
amounted to 27 per cait. of the strength. If the 
men incapacitated by ackness were added to this 
it would bring the casualties up to nearly 75 per 
cent, of the stroigth. 

We were all medically examined on the following 
day, and any man who wanted to go was sent to 
the convalescent depot for three months to pick 
up; but neitha: my Mend nor myself took 
advantage of this chance. We resumed duty at 
once, and within a month we were so “ fed up ” 
with the monotony of life at the depot that we 
would gladly have welcomed any chance of going 
on service again. 



CHAPTER XXIII 


Typlioid — Three weeks on the march — With the mounted com- 
pany at Ain-Sefra — Against the Touaregs 

We had not been back at Sidi-bel-Abbes long 
when a severe epidemic of typhoid fever broke 
out in the garrison. Seeing that the sanitary 
arrangements generally were of the most primitive 
description, it was a matter of wonder that typhoid 
was ever absent. Poor Petrovski was one of the 
first struck down, and he was stiU very ill when 
I was transferred to a battalion under orders to 
garrison Ain-Sefra, a post on the edge of the 
Great Sahara on the one side, and dose to the 
Moroccan border on the other. 

The march to Ain-Sefra was a three weeks’ job. 
We started every morning at two o’ dock and kept 
on, with a halt of ten minutes in every hour, until 
deven, when the order to pitch camp would be 
given. In a few minutes from then our little 
didter taits would be found pitched in regular 
straight lines ; the camp kettles would be on the 
fires ; and the l^onaries would be bu^ deaning 
their arms and equpiment for the morrow so as to 
be free to lie down immediatdy after the meal. 
It was pretty hard work to march something like 

twenty-five miles day after day with about eighty 
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pounds on one’s bads:, and for the first few days 
the knapsack straps galled the shoulders terribly, 
the cartridge pouches caused a permanent dull 
ache in the abdomen, and the per^iration chafed 
the soft parts of the body to soreness ; but after 
the first week we trudged along as merry as 
grigs, laughing, singing and smoking as if we were 
simply out for a pleasurable stroll. When we 
came to a village or a town we straightened our- 
sdves up, the bugles blared out a stirring march, 
and we stepped out jauntily, as if we would say : 
“ Yes, we are the E^on ! Took at us ! We don’t 
fed the weight on our backs, and the further we 
march the better we like it.” 

All the same, I don’t think that there was a 
man among us who wanted any more of it when we 
at last got to our destination. The legionary is 
the best marching soldier in the wide world, and 
he knows it ; but he doesn’t love marching, for 
all that. 

At Ain-Sefra I was posted to the mounted 
company. This company was not cavalry — we 
were simply infantrymen mounted on mules in 
order to enable us to get over the long dfetances 
we had to traverse in patrolling the Moroccan 
border or hunting marauding Arabs in the desert to 
the south of us. We were kept pretty hard at 
work, and as we were continually having brushes 
with somebody it was more or less like campa^n- 
mg in a mild sort of way. 

On one occasion we were within an ace of being 
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•wiped out to a man. A band of Touaregs — a 
white race of Makomedans, whose headquarters 
are in Timbuktoo, and who are marauders by- 
profession — was reported to be holding one of the 
oases to the south of us, and we were sent to 
persuade ■them to shift. We were still a long way 
from our destination, and had encamped for •the 
night without any idea that our quarry would be 
bold enough to come so far to attack us without 
waiting for us to attack them. As sometimes 
happais when it is considered ■that a force is in 
no danger of attack, we were careless — our sentries 
nodded on their posts, and we had no outl3ring 
piquets out. About an hour before sunrise the 
camp was roused by the report of a rifle fired some 
distance away out in the desert. We had just -time 
to seize our arms and form up when we found that 
the Touaregs were upon us. We had no difficulty 
in repdling -the attack; but if that, presumably 
accidental, discharge of the Touareg rifle had not 
occurred we would certainly have been surprised 
in our deep and probably massacred to a man. 
Over-confidence is both a military virtue and a 
military fault — ^it is a variety of swdled head that 
■the Tegion suffers from badly. 

After two or -three months of the mounted 
company I was recalled to Sidi-bdl-Abbes and 
promoted to be sergeant-major. 

I found when I returned to the depot that 
Petrovdd had already been promoted, having 
got over Ms bout of fever. 
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I rather think that our promotion was a bait 
to get us to es±end our service, for the colonel sent 
for both of us and point-blank asked us if we 
would re-^gage to serve another five years. At 
that time a non-commissioned ojBELcer, not a private, 
re-engaging for the Eegion was given the bounty 
offered to an ordinary French soldier. That was 
the handsome sum of two thousand six hundred 
francs — ^^104 — of which six hundred francs — ^24 — 
was paid to him at once, and interest paid on the 
remainder till his final discharge, when the principal 
was handed over. The colonel pointed this out, 
but he did it in such a way as suggested delicatdy 
that he didn’t think that the money argument 
would have much influence with us. He harped 
more strongly on the string that if we could see 
our way to become naturalised Frenchmmi a 
glorious career was open to us — ^we could go to 
the college of Saint-Maixent, and from there 
obtain commissions, as Frenchmen, either in the 
Eegion or in the Marine Infantry. 

The prospect would have appealed to me if it 
had not been for the naturalisation proviso. I 
did not want to part with the nationality to which 
I was bom, and so, “ in spite of all temptation to 
bdong to another nation, I remained an Englidi- 
man,” as “ Pinafore ” has it. 

There is nothing more to tdl. In due time 
Petrovdd and I found oursdves back in Marseilles, 
having dinner in the very hotd where, five years 
bdore, we had the row with the French officers. 
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“Well,” said I to my friend, “have you any 
regrets ? ” 

“ None — I would do the like to-day, in the same 
circumstances,” he replied, as he puffed medita- 
tivdy at his cigar. “ The Region has done mudi 
for us, my friends ; but it is not so kind to every 
one.” 

“That is so,” I replied. “Vive la Eegion! 
Vive la France ! ” 



CHAPTER XXIV 


Insanity in tlie Legion— The Cafard — ^The man who was 
colonel for two hours— Two grenadiers of the eighteenth 
century — ^Two ex-ojEcers — ^An ex-inspector of police who 
hurgled for fun — cool captain — ^Ennui as an excuse for 
murder 

A GREAT deal of nonsense has been written about 
the life in the I^egion being of a sort that drives 
men to madness, and the number of men invalided 
out of the corps on account of insanity is pointed 
to as proof of the assertion. I am not going to 
assert that the percent^e of insane men in the 
I^egion is not greater than in any other armed 
force ; but I do say that, if it is so, a better reason 
can be found for it than the hardness of the life. 
A large proportion of legionaries are eccentric — 
if they were not so they would not be in the I^^on 
at all — ^and a good many are distinctly “queer 
in the upper story ” ; but almost without 
exception they were so when they enlisted, and 
the I/Cgion is in no way responsible for their 
condition. It is inevitable that the mental balance 
of a certain number of these men will become 
more and mcue tilted until the border-line between 
eccentricity and insanity is passed, and I think the 
fact that so few, comparativdy speaking, do pass 
this line is a strong argument that the I<^on 
really cures diseased minds rather than causes them. 
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EookicLg backward, I would not like to be positive 
that I was perfectly sane myself when I joined, 
but I don’t think that there can be any doubt 
as to my sanity a few months afterwards. I have 
known many men who were morose, imsodable, 
and continually brooding when they joined, 
but who afterwards became cheerful, companion- 
able, and even gay under the influence of the 
mind-anodyne that life in the Eegion, in my 
opinion, provides for the mentally distressed. 

As to the “cafard,” or “soudanite,” as the 
doctors call it — a form of mania supposed to be 
peculiar to the Eegion — ^it is nothing more nor less, 
according to my idea of it, than a sort of hysteria 
set up by the action of a monotonous routine 
upon restless active natures in that climate. 
It is nature calling out insistently for change. 
It is but rardy that manifestations of the “ cafard ” 
end in tragedy — ^in ninety-nine cases out of a 
hundred they simply assume the character of an 
ordinary drunken quarrel or an extraordinary 
drunken ^ree. 

It is common enough to hear British soldiers 
on foreign service, and ei^ecially in India, declare 
that they are “ fed-up ” and feel as if they must 
do something desperate. Those Briti^ soldiers 
have the " cafard ” ; but they have no suspicion 
that th^ are afflicted with the “ terrible ” 
madness of the French Foreign Eegion, and they 
will perhaps be very much surprised to learn it 
from me. 
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The pranks played by legionaries when taken 
by " cafard ” range between tragedy and farce, 
seldom touching either extremity, but being, 
for the most part, about midway between the 
two. I will give a few instances to illustrate the 
diversity of their character : — 

There was a sergeant, employed as clerk in the 
regimental office at Sidi-bel- Abbes, who had once 
upon a time been an officer in the regular French 
army; but he had “come a mucker,” and had 
enlisted in the Eegion as a Belgian. One day the 
colonel happened to be confined to bed and was 
visited in his lodgings by the sergeant-derk, who 
had some papers for the chief's signature. The 
colond. happened to be asleep when the sergeant 
arrived, and the non-commissioned officer was 
shown into the dressing-room to await the moment 
when the commanding officer should awake. Here 
the sight of the colond’s uniform coat gave the 
sergeant the idea that it would vary the monotony 
a little if he took a stroE round the town and 
diowed the legionaries their colond in a new light 
— it was dark and the colond was sick, so nobody 
would be surprised at his muffling up his face. 

Half-an-hour afterwards a sergeant of the 
E^ion, strolling along the tree-shaded Rue de 
Mascara, saw in the gloom the five-striped deeve 
of the colond’s coat just in front of him, and 
braced himsdf up to justify his reputation as one 
of the smartest non-commissioned officers of the 
corps. His salute did not appear to please his 
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commanding officer this time, however, for the 
five-galonned sleeve was raised in an imperative 
signal to stop, and an angry voice, which the 
sergeant would not have recognised for that of the 
colonel if it had not been accompanied by the 
five-striped sleeve aforesaid, ordered him to return 
to barracks at once and take four days’ arrest for 
slouching about the town in a dirty uniform and 
saluting his colonel in an unsoldierlike manner. 

The poor sergeant was struck dumb. He, one 
of the dandies of the Eegion, and a man who 
prided himself on walking as if he had a rifle barrd 
for a spine, to be accused of " slouching ” and 
wearing a dirty uniform ! His feelings had been 
mortally wounded. His chin sank, and as he 
dejectedly moved off aU the starch seemed to have 
been taken out of him and he did “ slouch.” 

The “ colond. ” passed on and promenaded the 
town for an hour, dealing out four days’ arrest 
and speaking injurious words to every non- 
commissioned officer he met who was vain of his 
soldierlike appearance, donating unasked favours 
and bestowing paternal benedictions on scally- 
wags of legionaries, making amiable salutations 
to ladies of a class that the real colonel was very 
much “ down on,” and behaving generally in a 
way that horrified the respectable people who saw 
him. 

If he had stopped there and had managed to get 
the uniform off and replaced without disrovery, 
it would have been very hard lines on the rightful 
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owner of the dothes, for the poor colond would 
never have been able to live down the scandal ; 
but he must needs vary the proceedings by going 
into a low-dass cafe, where surdy an oflSLcer of 
even the most jtmior rank had never been seen 
before, and fraternising with some legionaries he 
found there. Here he could not escape recogni- 
tion, and the glee of the legionaries at the joke 
attained such proportions that the proprietor of 
the cafe grew seriously alarmed, and appealed to 
a couple of officers who happened to be passing to 
take their colond away, as he was very drunk and 
was creating a disturbance. 

In another case two legionaries disappeared for 
a week and then marched gravdy into barracks, 
got up after the style of grenadiers of the dght- 
eaith century ; tall, mitre-hke headdresses, blue 
coatees, red waistcoats, white knee-breeches and 
long blue-doth gaiters. They had been for a 
promenade in the desert, and with a great deal 
of ingeiuity and no little sartorial skill had 
fashioned these archaic uniforms out of their 
own. 

Two other legionaries, both of them ex-officers 
of the Austrian army, marched off southward one 
morning with their kits on their backs and thdr 
arms in their hands. On being brought back and 
charged with attempted desertion, they indig- 
nantly denied any intention to desert, and when 
a^ed to explain their proceedings on any other 
hypothesis, coolly said that they had enlfeted 
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to fight and as the authorities had not carried out 
their contract by providing them with fighting, 
they went out to find some for themselves. 

The “ cafard ” took a Belgian, said to have been 
once an inspector of police, in a peculiar way : 
he committed burglaries and picked pockets for 
the mere sake of the excitement involved. He 
certainly did not steal for profit, because he 
invariably returned his plunder after getting clear 
off with it, as was proved when he was at last 
taken in the act of burgling a house in the town. 

In one case I know of a tragical termination 
to a case of “ cafard ” was avoided by the presence 
of mind and pluck of the intended victim. There 
was a captain in the Eegion, one of many officers 
who had risen from the ranks, who, hke most 
rankers, knew too much for his sergeant-major's 
comfort, and he used to get very much on that 
non-commissioned officer’s nerves. Things came 
to a climax at a time when the company was on the 
march. One afternoon when they had halted 
for the day and the camp had been pitched, the 
captain bowled the sergeant-major out in some 
little “try-on” or other liberty that non-com- 
missioned officers attempt with success on com- 
missioned officers who are not up to all the moves 
of the game, and spoke to him very sharply. 
The petty worries incidmital to the position of 
company-sergeant-major are much intensified when 
the company is on the march, and this particular 
sergeant-major’s nerves were very much out of 
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tune when the captain started to rag him. The 
result o£ the ragging was that the nerves could 
stand no more — ^the sergeant-major got “ cafard.” 
He rushed to his tent, got his revolver, and 
announced his intention of making a vacancy 
for a captain at once. Several of the men ran 
to warn the officer to get out of the way until 
the seigeant-major could be secured; but the 
captain was not one of the sort that gets out of 
the way. Instead of doing that he went straight 
up to the sergeant-major and said : “ I hear that 
you want to kill me, sergeant-major. If that is 
so you had better come along to my tent — I 
would much rather you’d do it there than out 
here.” 

The would-be murderer had raised his revolver 
on seeing the captain approadb, but the officer 
had airily waved it aside, and the sergeant-major 
had listened to him with the pistol still raised, 
but without attempting to fire. As soon as the 
officer had ceased q)eaking he turned his back 
on the man who wanted to kill him and strolled 
off towards his tent, as if expecting the sergeant- 
major to follow him as a matter of course. 

And the sergeant-major did follow, seemingly 
as if it were the only thing to do. 

When they arrived at the officer’s tent the 
captain invited the sergeant-major to put the 
revolver down while he explained his reasons 
for wanting to use it on his captain; and so 
iograined was the habit of obedience to the 
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oflB-cer’s commands that the sergeant-major did 
tins without protest. 

The captain promptly picked up the firearm 
and drew the cartridges. 

“ Now I think you had better lie down here for 
an hour or so,” he said sympathetically to the 
sergeant-major. “ It won’t do for the men to see 
you again in that state.” 

And that was the end of the incident, for the 
captain magnanimously recognised that some of 
the blame bdonged to him, and took no steps 
to have the sergeant-major punished. Mag- 
nanimity of this sort is not a military virtue, 
for to let men who have committed smous offences 
go unpunished is the surest way of destroying 
discipline, but it is common enough in the Eegion, 
and in this curiously contradictory force it seems 
to have a beneficial effect on discipline instead of 
loosening its bonds. 

It is common enough, too — ^in fact, it is the 
most common manifestation of the “cafard” — 
to hear legionaries howling opprobrious names at 
their oflSicers and making other derogatory remarks, 
but it is very sddom indeed tibat this abuse is 
“ heard ” by those affected by it. 

To finish the chapter, I will give an instance 
of the tragical side of the “cafard.” This oc- 
curred in one of the small garrisons in the south of 
Oran, and the prindpal actor was a Swiss l^onaxy. 
One day this l^onary sallied forth in search of 
adventure, taking with him his rifle and sixty 



LIFE IN THE LEGION 263 

rotmds of atnaninition. Having hdped himsdf 
to food and other things in an Arab village, he was 
pnrsned by the men bdonging to the “ donar ” 
and by some gendarmes who had been called in 
to arrest the thief. They overtook and sur- 
rounded the legionary, but were unable to arrest 
him as he diowed fight, killing an Arab and 
wounding a gendarme. Next morning a detach- 
ment of the Legion and some Spahis arrived upon 
the scene, and found that the mutineer had 
entraiched himself and was prepared to fight the 
lot of them. His kepi was seen to be sticking 
up above the crest of the redoubt the man had 
built to shelter him, and a hot fire was opened on 
it. The man was not in its neighbourhood, 
though, and the fire failed to harm him. On the 
other side of the account he killed three of the 
assailants and would undoubtedly have bagged 
many more had it not been for a resourceful 
corporal of the L^on, who made a wide detour 
and came up behind him without his being aware 
of the presence of an enemy until the very instant 
when the corporal jumped on his back. 

When examined by the commandant of the 
detachment the Swiss said simply : “ Don’t worry 
me. I was nearly dead with ennui, and I had 
to find some distraction.” 

Strange to say, this man, although sentenced 
to death, was not executed, although it was 
admitted that he was not insane. 
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CHAPTER XXV 


Queer fisli — cold-blooded murderer — An officer of Ublaus — 
The professor who was "fond of war'* — An ex-bishop in 
the Legion — " Keep the contents dry " — A German noble- 
man — ^Englishmen in the Legion — ^An ex-diplomatist— A 
French barrister — Recognised by the general — A suicide — 
An adventurous ranker — An Austrian ex-officer who got 
30 days for desertion — ^And a German one who got two 
years — Ordered by his father to join the Legion— Sundry 
broken men — Low-class Legionaries — ^The scandal of the 
miserable pay 

Some queer fish find their way into the net that 
recruits the legion. In this chapter I give 
sketches of a few of this sort of legionary, but 
it must not be assumed that lliey are fair samples 
of the mass of legionaries. The average legionary 
is a working-dass man who has probably deserted 
from some other regiment in the French army, 
enlisting in the lyCgion as a Belgian or a Swiss, 
or from a fordgn army, and men of superior 
position and education who have made a mess 
of their lives are, after all, merdy exceptions, 
though there are a great many of them. Further, 
I did not myself come across all, or even most 
of the men I here write of, but have culled the 
accounts from tradition and accounts of the 
l^^on by various writers. 

Many people who read the foreign news m the 

columns of our daily newspapers may remember 
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the case of a German lieutenant of artillery named 
Kauffmann. He had a quarrdl with one of his 
comrades in the street, drew his sword and 
wounded him. The injured man was carried into 
barracks, and actually while the doctor was 
attending to him Kauffmann returned, placed 
a revolver to the wounded man’s head and blew 
out his brains. Kauffmann thai escaped and 
enlisted in the Eegion. As the French Government 
will surrender a murderer who enlists in the 
E^on, though no other sort of criminal is said to 
be given up — a statement, by the way, which I 
doubt, as there are such things as extradition 
treaties — Eauffmann was not apparently very 
wise in doing this, as the German Government 
knew perfectly well wh«:e to find him. The 
German Government, however, did not claim him, 
and he was in due course sent to Tonkin, where 
I fancy he died. 

An ofiScer of a vastly different stamp who 
deserted from the German army I knew very well. 
He was an Alsatian and his family was rich. 
In due course he became an officer in a German 
Eancers raiment, though his sympathies and the 
sympathies of his family were wholly French. 
In due course, also, he fdl in love, and the sym- 
pathies of rile girl he fell in love with were French 
also — French to the extent that riie dedaied 
she could not marry a man who wore the German 
uniform. He had only donned the uniform 
himself because he was obliged to do it in some 
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shape or form, and he liked the wearing of it as 
little as tile girl did. So, with the girl’s full 
concurrence, and probably at her instigation, he 
deserted from his German regiment and enlisted 
in the I^egion, with the idea of gaining a commission 
under the tricolour. He was not at all reticent 
about his affairs, being probably vain of his 
sentimental attachment to the French flag, so I 
came to know a great deal about his career. 
Years afterwards I read Rene Bazin’s fine novd, 
“ Bes Oberle,” which had not been written when 
I knew the man I am writing of, and found that 
some of the incidents in the book agreed almost 
exactly with incidents in his career rdlated to me 
by the Uhlan deserter. Either the arm of coinci- 
dence must have been much longer than usual or 
the novd. was written round my friend’s case. 
Whether he got the commission or not I do not 
know. He could have entered the Region as a 
sub-lieutenant at first, I imagine, if he had known 
the way to go about it. 

I met many Alsatians and Rorraines who took 
no pains to conceal their hatred of Germany, and 
things German, and I have no doubt whatever 
that sentiment of that sort is at the bottom of 
most of the enlistments ijito the Region from the 
conquered provinces. 

A very differait sentimental reason for joining 
the Region was given to the colond one day when 
he was inspecting a batch of recruits. He came 
to a man with a fine intdligent face — man who 
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looked anytlimg but a soldier in bis bearing— and, 
bis curiosity piqued, asked the recruit wbat pro- 
fession be followed prior to enlistment. 

“ I was professor in sucb a college at Geneva,” 
replied tbe “ blue.” 

“ Tben wbat did you come bere for, in tbe name 
of all that’s wonderful ? ” asked tbe colonel. 

“I found out that I am fond of war, mon 
colonel.” 

Wasn’t this a case of “ cafard ” in a college 
professor ? 

Tbe story goes that there was once an ex- 
bisbop in tbe Region. I beard it while I was in tbe 
Legion, as a regimental legend, but it was only 
after I had left that I saw tbe story in full in a 
French paper : A French force in Mexico bad 
taken a small town, and tbe g«ieral in command, 
wishing to show the dry inhabitants that the 
Fraicb were Giristians like themselves, and not 
savages as they were represented to be, decided 
to have a parade celebration of High Mass. 
In order to make tbe service as imposing as 
possible tbe troops were set to decorate the 
church with palms and flowers, officers and men 
put on their full uniforms, and the drummers and 
buglers were placed so that they could beat and 
sound the salute at the devation of the Host. 
When aA was ready no priest could be found — 
the cure of the paridi had run away, and the 
monks of a neighbouring monastery refused to 
open their gate or to hold any communication with 
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the conqueror. The general was on the point of 
renouncing the service and ordering the men 
to be marched away when the sentry on the churdi 
door presented arms as the general passed, and 
asked permission to speak to him. 

“ What do you want ? ” said the colond. 

“I was thinking, mon general, that if you 
cannot find a priest to perform the functions of 
the Mass I could do it just as wdh.” 

“ You ! What do you mean ? ” 

“ I mean,” replied the legionary, “ that before 
I became a soldier I was a bishop, and that, never 
having been unfrocked, I am a priest still.” 

After questioning the legionary further the 
general consented to his performing ihe service. 
Putting on the sacred vestments that were found 
in the vestry, and with the assistance of a lieu- 
tenant as an acolyte, the legionary performed the 
service of the Mass with perfect dignity, and the 
inhabitants were reassured as the general had 
hoped they would be. This ex-bishop was said 
to have been such a good fighter that he was 
decorated for exceptional bravery during the 
campaign. 

Another priest in the Eegion exorcised his 
religious functions in Tunis, according to a French 
paper. It was at the time of the Fadioda incident, 
when the French garrisons in Tunis were strength- 
ened, that a l^onary was drowned at Zarzis while 
attonpting to save a fisherman whose boat had 
capi^d. The dead man’s comrades fashioned 
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him a coflSn out of packing-cases, the boards 
retaining tbe original inscriptions, one of which 
was : “ Keep the Contents Dry.” No priest 
was available in the ordinary way, but an Italian 
legionary stepped out of the ranks, and, announcing 
that he was a priest, proceeded to recite the 
committal service from memory, which was, 
perhaps, a pretty fair proof of his assertion. 

Whether or no I mysdf served with any ex- 
priests or ex-ministers of religion, I am unable 
to say. I knew more than one or two legionaries 
whom I suspected of having been something of the 
sort ; but legionaries with a past sddom or never 
talk about it, and those whose past life becomes 
known have not made it known themselves, but 
have been fhe victims of some accident or other. 

When I came back from Dahomey there was, 
in the company I was posted to, a man who could 
not have been le^ than forty years of age, and 
was probably older. He made no friends and 
hardly ever spoke to any one unless directly 
addressed, but when he did speak he was always 
polite, and he was very considerate in his behaviour 
towards his comrades. His uncommunicativeness 
was patently not due to moroseness or melancholy 
— it seemed to be due to the fact that he lived in a 
continual dream. He was undoubtedly a man of 
superior position, and I early formed the opinion 
that he had been an officer, but nobody had any 
notion of his real ideitity rmtil he was killed in 
Tonkin some year or two after I had left the 
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Begion, when it was discovered that he was a 
German nobleman, the son of a general, and 
himsdf an ex-oflS,cer of the German army. What 
caused the break in his life I never heard. 

Of Englishmen in the Begion I don’t think I 
met more than a dozen in the whole course of my 
service. I imagine that all of them, with the 
exception of two, had served in the British army, 
but I only recmved any confidences from two of 
them, and these two wanted my assistance as 
interpreter as they did not speak any language but 
their own. They had both of them been private 
soldiers in the British army, and I am afraid they 
never got beyond that rank in the Begion, though 
what became of them I have no idea. Of the 
others, three to my knowledge died of typhoid at 
Bel-Abbes, two deserted and Were not afterwards 
heard of, and one was a sergeant when I left. 
None of the Englishmen I met appealed to me as 
possible friends, and my acquaintance with them 
was limited to an occasional chance meeting, when 
we would exchange some such remark as “ How 
would you like to be m Piccadilly just now ? ” or, 
“ I think Aldershot is better than this.” I have 
no doubt that if I had been dosdy associated 
with an Englishman in my daily work, I would 
have got on more familiar terms ; but I never had 
one, to my knowledge, in the same company with 
me. An abstract of nationalities that I once saw 
in the r^imental ofiELce at Bd-Abbes gave the 
number of Englishmen serving in the Begion as 
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51, and of Americans as 28. If that was so I 
cannot imagine where they were stowed away, for 
I never met more of my own countrymen than I 
have stated, and of Americans I never came across 
more than two. 

I think the saddest case of a legionary with a 
past that I ever heard of concerned a Frenchman. 
He was a graduate of the Ecole Polytechnique, and 
commenced his career in the diplomatic service, 
being an attache at the French Embassies at 
Stockholm and The Hague. Then he was made a 
sous-prefect in France, and during the war with 
Germany was employed as an auxiliary to tib.e 
General Staff, and made himself so useful that he 
was rewarded with the Cross of the E^on of 
Honour. Then he entered the regular army as 
an officer, but soon resigned and was lost sight of 
for some years until he turned up as a soldier 
of the Foreign E^on. He so distinguished him- 
sdf in the Eegion that he was given a commission 
after only two years’ service — ^and a year after- 
wards was cashiered for disgraceful conduct of 
an unmentionable sort. 

Another sad case of a Frenchman who enlisted 
as a foreigner was that of a barrister. Thfe man, 
after completing his compulsory period of service 
in the French r^ular army, voluntarily remained 
on to complete the period of service necessary to 
qualify him for an officer’s commission in the 
reserve. During this extra period things did not 
go smoothly with him, for he got into trouble and 



272 I/IFE IN THE EEGION 

was sent to Algeria to serve in tlie “Zephyrs,” 
as the penal battalions are called. His time 
finished, he returned to Paris and ran through a 
fortune which had been left to him during his 
absence. He then turned his attention to writing 
and did well at it, but the restlessness of Algeria 
had got hold of him, and he enlisted in the Eegion. 
Arrived in Algeria it was not long before he pined 
to be in Paris again, and he deserted. Some little 
time afterwards, being then dad in rags and 
tatters and bearing other signs of the most abject 
want, he touched an old friend on the shoulder 
iu a Paris street and begged for money to carry 
him to Spain. The friend was a man of some public 
position, and it would have been something of 
a scandal if he had been fotmd out in assisting a 
deserter, but he listened to the request neverthdess, 
and not only paid the passage to Spain, and gave 
the deserter money to start him when he got there, 
but accompanied him to Havre and saw him on 
board 1iie boat. But before the boat started the 
intending emigrant managed to pick a quarrd 
with a custom-house officer and was haled off to 
the police-station for creating a disturbance. 
Here it was discovered that he was a deserter 
from the Foreign Eegion, and he was handed over 
to the military authorities, who sent him back 
to Algeria. After serving the imprisonment 
awarded for the desertion he seized the first op- 
portunity that presented itsdf to desert again, 
and was probably killed or reduced to davery by 
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one of the wild tribes of Morocco, for he was never 
heard of again. 

A more cheerful story is connected with the 
name of a lient^ant of the B^on named Bblit. 
He had been an ojficer in the French regular army 
and had resigned his commission in order to get 
married and go into business with his brother-in- 
law; but the business didn’t prosper, and he 
su^ected his wife of betTa3ring him, so he dis- 
appeared and enlisted into the Begion as a 
foreigner rmder a false name. One day in Tonkin 
General de Negrier was injecting a detachment 
of the Begion and stopped before B^onary X. 

“ What is your name ? ” asked the general, 
looking the legionary straight in the eyes. 

“ X — , mon general.” 

The general passed on, but after going a few 
paces he returned brusquely. 

“ I don’t tbiTik that your name is X — ” he said, 
“ and I don’t b^eve that you are a Bdgian. I 
think you are some one I used to know very wdl. 
If you are that man you have nothing to be 
ashamed of that I know. Will you tdl me your 
teal name, and why you have abandoned it ? ” 

"You are right, mon general,” replied the 
legionary. “ My real name fe Bblit, and I was once 
a lieutenant in the battalion you commanded. 
I have no interests now in civil life, and I enlisted 
in the B^on to see if I could regain a commission. 
I enlisted in a false name because I did not wi^ 
any one to know that I had been an officer.” 
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General de Negrier made Eblit a sergeant on 
the spot, and eight days afterwards he was serioudy 
wounded. For his gallantry on this occasion he 
was given a commission. He was invalided to 
Algeria with his wound, but was back in Tonkin 
and fighting again before three months had passed. 

^e fate of another ex-officer of the French army 
was not so happy. He was obliged to resign his 
commission for private reasons, and sank down 
to the very depths of misery. Then he joined the 
Tegion, and in course of time became a sergeant, 
but had small prospect of getting any further, as 
he was given to drink. He was treated with the 
greatest forbearance and consideration by the 
officers or he could never have retained Ihe rank 
he had, but he went from bad to worse and 
eventually cut his throat in a paroxysm of sdf- 
rqproach. 

On one occasion the inspecting general at a 
parade at Sidi-bel-Abbes stopped as he was 
passing along the ranks, and shook hands with a 
l^onary standing in the ranks. The story went 
that the legionary, who was generally suspected 
of having been “ somebody,” was an old comrade 
of the general’s who had been obliged to disappear 
from France owing to beit^ mixed up in a terrible 
scandal. Such a thing was likely enough, for the 
scandals that lie buried in the E^on are many, 
but the general’s reason for taking hands might 
have had nothing whatever to do with the kgion- 
arjr's previous life. What lent probability to the 
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story was the fact that the legionary absolntdy 
refused to satisfy his comrades’ curioafy as to his 
previous acquaintance with the general. 

An ex-ofi&cer of the French army, whose past 
was no secret, joined at Sidi-bd-Abbes some little 
time before I left. He was at that time wdll over 
forty, I imagine, and was hardly to be described 
as a good soldier either on parade or off — as far 
as life in barracks was concerned. What he was 
like in the firing line I don’t know, for I was never 
on active service with him. He had aforetime 
risen from the ranks in the r^h^ar Frendi army, 
having passed through the non-commissioned 
officers’ college of Saint-Maixent, and after about 
half-a-dozen years’ service as an officer had re- 
signed his commission to take service in the army 
of one of the South American republics. Then he 
joined the insurgent forces in another South 
American state, was captured by the Government 
troops, and was condemned to death. He 
escaped and made his way to Paris, where he 
found himself “ down on his uppers,” and enlisted 
in the E^on. He was still serving as a private 
of the second-class when I left the Eegion, and I 
don’t know what eventually became of him. 

I could give many more instances of ex-officers 
of the French army serving in the Eegion, but I 
have given sufficient, I think, to ^ow that the 
E^on is the refuge of many men of that dass. 
There are many ex-officers of forei^ armies in 
the Eegion, too, but in my opinion the French 
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ex-officers outnumber the total of all armies by at 
least two to one. 

Among foreign ex-officers in tbe E^on was a 
certain Kewitch, who had been a lieutenant of 
Austrian artillery. After serving with credit in 
Tonkm, where he was employed in making 
military sketches of the country, he returned to 
Sidi-bel-Abbes, where, tiring of the monotony, he 
persuaded a squad of twdve men to desert with 
him. They took their arms and their kits with 
them and marched through the cotmtry in military 
order; but this did not prevent their being 
ignominiously brought back by the gendarmes. 
Kewitch got thirty days in prison for his share 
in the freak, and this was very lenient treatment 
indeed. At the end of it he was sent back to 
Tonkin at his own request in order that he might 
settle down there as a colonist when his time was 
completed. 

An ex-Ueutenant of the German army, named 
Von der Goltz, nephew of tiie general of the same 
name, did not get off so easily, as he was tried by 
court-martial and got two years’ imprisonment for 
refusing to do punishment drill awarded for two 
days’ illegal absence. 

A lieutenant of Hungarian cavalry, serving in a 
T^;iment of which his father was colond., was 
drawn into a row with a German at a cafe chantant. 
A dud resulted, and the German was killed. The 
lieutenant was banished from Austria for three 
years, and his father ordered him to enlist in the 



277 


I,IFE IN THE EEGION 

Eegion. yotmgster was a good fdlow and an 
excdlent soldier, so liis exile to the Eegion did not 
weigh very hardly on him. He went to Tonkin, 
behaved well there, and became a sergeant in a 
very short time. 

I have heard of a corporal of the Region who had 
been a colonel of Austrian engineers, of another 
Austrian who in happier times was secretary of 
the Austro-Hungarian embassy at Rome, of an 
Italian who had forfeited the rank of colond. in his 
own country, and who was recognised by a general 
as having formerly been military attache of the 
Italian embassy at an important foreign court, and 
of many, very many, other men of many nations 
who found refuge and oblivion in the Eegion after 
lapses of sorts ; but I will not go into details of 
any of these cases, for I have written enough of 
this class of legionary. 

As might be expected, there are many men of 
the very lowest class of society in the Eegion also, 
but the corps is no more mainly composed of them 
than it is of broken men of good position. The 
bulk of the l^onaries are just men of the class that 
would fill the ranks of a voluntary armed force in 
any country, and the majority of them are drawn 
to the Eegion by the glamour and romance that 
surrounds its glorious flag. 

Ihe E^on is a mercenary force, but it is mer- 
cenary in theory only, for the pay of the legionary 
is so utterly contemptible as to be no pay at all. 
Those of the Eton’s detractors who say that the 
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legionaxy fights and works for nothing are stating 
but the bare truth. It is impossible for a private 
soldier at the depot of the Eegion to live any life 
but a life of rigid sdf-denial if he cannot in some 
way supplement the wretched hal^enny a day, 
which is all the cash he gets. In Tonkin the 
soldier is in a slightly better position, but even 
there, with the extra allowances, his pay will not 
find him in a moderate quantity of drink and 
tobacco. That the soldiers of the Eegion fight 
in the splendid manner peculiar to them, for 
practically their bare board and lodging, stamps 
them as being the most extraordinary mercenary 
soldiers that ever existed, even if there is nothing 
dse to give them a claim to priority among 
mercenaries. It is a scandal that France should 
take so much from these gallant men and give 
them so little in return. 



CHAPTER XXVI 


History and constitution of the Legion — Percentages of differ- 
ent nationalities — Ages of Legionaries — Military value 
of the Legion — General de Negrier’s opinion — Should 
Englishmen join ? — Conclusion 

“ What is the Foreign Eegion ? ” I was once 
asked by a man who passed for being wdl-informed 
on most subjects. Wondering mildly at his 
ignorance I was about to enlighten him whea he 
opened his mouth again and paralysed me by 
asking further : “ Is it the same as the Region 
of Honour ? ” 

The remembrance of thK question has put it 
into my head that there may be, even now, a great 
many people who will read this book who would 
like to know something more about the history 
and constitution of the Eegion than can be gathered 
from the preceding pages. 

The French Foreign Eegion, then, is the descend- 
ant of the Scottish Archers employed by Charles 
VH. of France, and of the Swiss, the Albanians, 
the Flemings, the Walloons, the Easquenets (who 
were Germans, by the way), the Iri^, the Italians, 
the Swedes, the Englidi, and the Spani^ Guards 
employed by his successors. The French have 
always been sweet on getting foreigners to help 
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them in fighting their battles and guarding their 
kings. 

At the revolution of 1793 the Convention asked 
the aid of all Ihe European peoples, and the result 
of this appeal was the formation of several foreign 
regiments in the revolutionary army. 

Under the Empire there were in the French army 
raiments composed of Swiss, Pol^, Hanoverians, 
Irish, Portuguese, Spaniards, Albanians, Greeks, 
Croats, and Prussians. 

After the fall of Napoleon aU these foreign 
regiments were disbanded, but Eouis XVIII. 
created the Royal Foreign Region in their place. 
This foreign regiment became merged into the 
regular French army and gradually lost its dis- 
tinctive character — ^its present representative is the 
86th Regiment of the line — and there was no real 
foreign r^;iment in French service again until after 
the revolution of 1830. On May 9th, 1831, the 
French Chambers decreed the formation of a 
Foreign Uegion which was not to be employed on 
the soil of France. This force consisted of seven 
battalions of eight companies each, and the men 
were distributed by nationalities, the ist, 2nd, and 
3rd Battalions consisting of Swiss and Germans, 
the 4th Battalion was composed of Spaniards, 
the 5th of Italians, the 6th of Dutchmen and 
Belgians, and the 7th of Poles. It was very soon 
formd that this separation of nationalities would 
not work, for the different battalions took to fight- 
ing among themsdves, and the present plan of 
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tTiiying up all nationalities indiscriminately in the 
same company was adopted. 

In my time in the Eegion, and I do not think the 
constitution has since been dianged, the I^^on 
consisted of ten battalions of four companies each, 
the strength of a company being from 250 to 300 
men. These tai battalions were divided into two 
regiments, the head quarters of the ist Raiment 
being at Sidi-bel-Abbes and that of the 2nd 
Raiment at Saida. The whole strength of the 
E^on in Algeria was quartered in the province 
of Oran, there being no stations for legionaries 
either in the province of Constantime or the pro- 
vince of Algiers. Two battalions of each regiment 
were stationed in Tonkin, and the wastage in these 
four battalions was so great that drafts amounting 
in the aggr^ate to the strength of a battalion 
had to be sent out to them every year. 

The depot companies were often very xmwieldy, 
as they had no fixed estabhdiment, and sometimes 
contained more men in each of them than the 
strength of a battalion — ^indeed, a depot company 
has been known to contain more than 4,000 mea. 
Notwithstanding this dasticitjr, a depot company 
has only the same number of ofiBLcers and non- 
commissioned officers as a service company, and as 
a necessary consequence recruits are not looked 
after and supervised in the way that is necessary 
to the proper education of a recruit. Things 
generally are badly managed at Sidi-bel-Abbes, 
or were so in my time, and no man whose esperi- 
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ence has been solely gained there is competent to 
form an opinion about life in the E^on that it 
is worth any one’s while to read — ^the real Eegion, 
and the naked l^onary, are only to be studied 
on active service, and the depot wallah knows 
nothing whatever about one or the other. 

It is very diflScult to arrive at any reliable 
estimate of the percentages of the different nation- 
alities that go to make up title personnd of the 
Eegion, for even of&cial returns are not to be de- 
pended upon, as a great many men give nationalities 
other than their own when joining. 

To illustrate the great discrepancy between 
estimates I will take one from a French and one 
from a German source and compare them. Eet 
us take the estimate of the number of Frenchmen 
first : The French estimate gives the number of 
actual Fr^chmen in the E^ion as one-half of 
the total, and the number of Alsatians and 
Eorraines at 55 per cent, of the remainder, leaving 
only about twenty-five per cent, of the legionaries 
to all other nationalities. In the German estimate 
France is only credited with providing 8 per cent, 
of the legionaries. This estimate is manifestly 
absurd. It might possibly have been near the 
truth before 1881, when Frenchmen could only 
get into the Eegion by representing themselves as 
Bdgians or Swiss, but a law was passed in October, 
1881, allowing a Frenchman to enlist in the Eegion 
provided that he had previously completed his 
period of compulsory service in an ordinary 
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regiment and produced his “ military small-book,” 
evidence that he had never been convicted of an 
offence that debarred him from milit ary service, 
and a certificate of identity. This law is now 
taken advantage of by numbers of adventurous 
Frenchmen, and quite as many more, who are 
indigible under the decree, get in by the old 
dodge of adopting some other nationality, which 
rdieves them of the necessity of producing any 
papers at all, or, in fact, giving any account of 
themsdves. 

My idea is that the truth is something between 
the two estimates. When I was in the Region I 
think that quite half the men I came into contact 
with were either pure French or men from Alsace 
and Torraine with Frendi sympathies. The 
German estimate says that 52 per cent, of the 
legionaries are fond of “ Gott knows vot in vinegar, 
und dooce knows vot in rum,” while the French 
credits the Fatherland with only providing 10 
per cent., and howling about it as if every legionary 
was made in Germany. Here again I think the 
truth is something betwixt and between. There 
are a great many Germans in the E^on — I have 
an idea that both Petrovski and myself owed our 
quick promotion to this fact, for our knowledge 
of the language was usdEul — ^and I think the 
Ijercaitage is nearer 25 than 10 per cent. Both 
estimates agree in crediting England with J per 
cent. This would give about sixty Britidaexs for 
the whole Eegion, and aU I can say about this is 
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that I don’t believe that there were ever as many 
as sixty natives of these islands in the Region at 
one time. The two estimates agree very well 
about the remaining nationalities, too, both giving 
the highest percentage, after French and Germans, 
to Italians. Then, in order, come Belgians, Swiss, 
Spaniards, Austrians, Russians, Turks, Slavs, 
Greeks, and Poles. Of all the nations named only 
two — Russia and Turkey — are credited with as 
low a percentage as i per cent., and England comes 
last, with ^ per cent, of all the nations named 
in either list. Americans are not given a place in 
either list, the French estimate having a note to 
the effect that Americans are not to be found in the 
Eegion at all. This is certainly not the truth, 
for there are Americans in the Eegion, though 
very few. 

The ages of the l^onaries cover a very wide 
rai^e. It is pretty safe to say that almost every 
recruit who gives the minimum age of eighteen on 
enlistment is younger, and that almost every one 
of those who give ages of from thirty-five to 
forty are older, so that it is no exaggeration to say 
that file ranks of the Eegion include men of all 
ages from i6 to 55. An English officer would scout 
the idea of sending a private soldier of 55 on active 
service, and would probably not admit that a man 
of that age would be of much use for the duties of 
a toritorial soldier. Our military authorities 
hold that a man of thirty-five is too old for the 
lowest dass of the Army Reserve, yet there are 
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thousands of men of and above that age serving in 
the Foreign E^on, fighting better, marching 
better, and standing hardship better than their 
comrades of the ages that the British consider most 
suitable for active service. Young men of from 
18 to 25 years of age do not stand hardship so well, 
and are not nearly so steady under fire, as older 
men ; but the British War Ofl&ce cannot be brought 
to see it. Our short service system must go on, 
I imagine, because it is necessary that the Army 
Reserve should be fed, but it is not easy to under- 
stand why the proportion of soldiers allowed to 
extend their service to qualify for pension has been 
cut down until we have practically no stiffening of 
old soldiers at all. 

What is the military value of the Foreign E^on ? 
Frankly, I tbink it is the finest fighting force the 
world has ever seen. Its value to France is not, 
howev^, to be measured by its value as a fighting 
force. The prestige of the Eegion is so great with 
the ordinary French soldier that it occupies much 
the same position in the French army of to-day 
as the famous Old Guard occupied in the army of 
Napoleon, and the presence of a battalion of the 
Eegion among a force of ordinary French troops 
will convince every soldier in that force lhat he 
is on the winning side. A man or a regiment that 
can hearten up a force to that extent would be of 
incalculable military value even if they never fired 
a shot. 

Read what General de Negrier said of the 



286 


I,IFE IN THE EEGION 


Eegion : “ . . . . seul avec tm regiment 

jErangais je ne sors pas deux heures de la ville — ^avec 
une compagnie de la legion je fais le tour de Ton- 
kin” (with a French regiment I conld not go 
two hours’ journey from the town, but with a 
company of the Eegion I could make the tour of 
Tonkin) . After that, to write anything further as 
to the military value of the Eegion would be 
descending to bathos. 

Would I advise Englishmen to join the Eegion ? 
No, I would not give any advice one way or the 
other. I myself am something of an optimist, 
and I had, moreover, seen much hard soldiering 
and had led an adventurous life in other ways 
before I dreamed of joining the Eegion. It is 
quite possible, then, that my point of view was 
exceptionally favourable to seeing rose-colour 
where an ordinary man would only see dirty 
drab. My advice, then, would be to take a liberal 
discount off this account of mine to neutralise 
my optimism, and my FrancophiHsm also if 
you like, and then judge for yoursdf. If you 
axe thinking of committing suicide it wiU do 
you no harm to try the E^on first — ^it may 
possibly introduce you to a zest of life that you 
have never fdt, and in any case you can commit 
suicide just as well in Algeria, you know, as you 
can in Eondon. 

“The Eegion of the Eost Chies” has enabled 
many and many a man to find himsdf, and it may 
perform the same service for you. 
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" Partottt oi nous sommes passes, 

Partout 0^1 nous sommes tombes. 

Nous avons seme de la gloire. 

Rataplan ! ” 

(Old C 3 iant of the Eegion.) 


The End 
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